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PREFACE. 


THE  improvement  of  the  heart  and 
understanding  is  now  become  an  ob- 
ject of  more  general  attention  than 
it  formerly  was,  and  its  importance 
is  daily  more  felt. 

As  the  happiness  or  misery  of 
young  women  is  seriously  influenced 
by  the  education  they  receive,  no- 
thing is  more  necessary  than  that 
guardians  and  parents  should  early 
inculcate  those  qualities  which  most 
adorn  the  daughter,  the  wife,  and  the 
mother. 

The  plan  on  which  the  following 
Tales  have  been  written  is  that  of 
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taking  one  peculiar  vice  or  virtue, 
and  showing  the  good  or  evil  which 
may  possibly  result. 

In  the  perusal  of  them,  it  will  be 
seen  that  the  moral  tendency  of  A 
TALE  OF  WARNING  is  to  impress  the 
evil  consequences  of  indolence  on 
the  mind  of  the  reader,  and  to  bring 
to  recollection  the  fatal  errors  to 
which  this  vice,  if  indulged  to  ex- 
cess, may  lead. 

The  intention  of  the  Tale  of  BEAR 
AND  FORBEAR  is  to  show  that  a  mild 
and  forbearing  temper  must  finally 
make  the  possessor  happy,  however 
severe  the  temporary  trials  may  be 
to  which  she  is  exposed. 

The  authoress  has  endeavoured, 
in  THE  DANGERS  OF  PARTIALITY,  to 
exemplify  the  fatal  consequences  of 
exclusive  preference  in  families,  as 
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well  as  to  show  the  sacred  nature  of 
filial  duty,  and  the  reverence  and 
love  a  child  ought  to  pay  a  parent, 
however  mistaken  that  parent  may 
be.  The  odium  which  the  unnatu- 
ral conduct  of  the  favored  daughter 
incurs,  and  the  wretched  manner  in 
which  that  lady  dies,  cut  off  by  the 
indulgence  of  her  selfish  love  of 
pleasure  in  the  prime  of  life,  will  be 
deemed  a  just  punishment  of  her 
filial  impiety;  and  the  final  happi- 
ness of  the  dutiful  and  affectionate, 
though  deserted,  Agnes  will,  no 
doubt,  give  the  reader  pleasure. 

The  object  of  the  Tale  of  FALSE 
PRIDE  is  to  inculcate  that  laudable 
activity  and  independence  of  mind 
which,  should  we  be  overtaken  by 
adversity,  will  excite  us  to  exert 
our  talents  for  an  honorable  sup- 
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port,  rather  than  live  in  splendid  de- 
pendence. 

If  these  Tales  make  a  favorable 
moral  impression  on  the  minds  of 
youthful  readers,  the  authoress  will 
have  happily  attained  the  purposes 
for  which  they  were  written,  and  in 
them  will  find  herself  amply  re- 
warded. 
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A  TALE  OF  WARNING; 

OR, 

THE  VICTIMS  OF  INDOLENCE. 

CHAPTER  I. 

FEW  persons  are  sufficiently  aware  of  the 
pernicious  tendency  of  indolence,  or  of  the 
misery  too  frequently  entailed  on  those  who 
have  been  suffered  to  indulge  in  this  vice.  In- 
dolence is  a  disease  which,  if  too  late  attended 
to,  can  never  be  cured  !  It  is  as  inveterate  as 
it  is  infectious,  and  often  proves  the  destruc- 
tion of  families. 

Agatha  St.  Hubert,  a  young  lady  of  good 
family  but  little  or  no  fortune,  and  very  love  - 
iy  in  her  person,  lost  her  parents  in  her  infar- 
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cy,  and  was  left  under  the  guardianship  ot 
kind-hearted  but  weak-minded  persons,  who, 
having  no  children  of  their  own,  became  do- 
tingly  fond  of  and  spoiled  the  beautiful  orphan. 
Her  disposition  was  mild,  and  affectionate,  and 
he  <  apacity  naturally  quick  ;  but  she  was  in- 
dolent, and  her  indolence  was  weakly  indulg- 
ed ;  so  that  she  grew  np  totally  deficient  in 
that  housewifely  knowledge,  and  industry,  so 
necessary  to  every  young  woman,  and  almost 
incapable  of  mental  or  bodily  exertion. 

Agatha  waa  too  indolent  to  be  very  lively,  or 
to  cultivate  those  talents,  and  pleasing  manners, 
which  render  even  plain  women  agreeable. 
She  hated  needlework,  and  was  shamefully 
negligent  in  her  person  ;  the  only  pleasure  she 
was  capable  of  enjoying  was  that  of  reading  ; 
but  the  weak  indulgence  of  her  guardians  had 
suffered  her  to  imbibe  a  vitiated  taste  :  the 
books  she  read,  far  from  improving  or  fortifying 
her  mind,  tended  to  enervate  her  understand- 
ing, and  lead  her  imagination  astray.  She 
could  only  endure  romances,  and  such  light 
novels  as  did  not  require  the  trouble  of 
thinking.  For  those  she  had  imbibed  a  perni- 
*:ious  passion  ;  she  read  thejm  night  a/id  day, 


Or  INDOLENCE.  11 

and  delighted  to  fancy  herself  a  captive  prin- 
cess, whose  chains  some  valiant  knight  was  des- 
tined to  break  ;  or  the  persecuted  ward  of  a 
cross  old  guardian ;  an  angelic  beauty,  who 
sighed  for  liberty  and  love  in  a  cottage. 

With  these  disadvantages,  good  tempered  * 
and  beautiful  as  she  was,  the  society  of  Aga- 
tha was  shunned  by  the  intelligent  and  the  ac- 
tive. This  gave  her  little  pain,  for  she  was 
too  indolent  to  take  much  pleasure  in  such  so- 
ciety ;  but  that  no  man  should  extravagantly 
love  her,  as  the  fascinating  Angelina,  the  charm- 
ing Celestina,  the  incomparable  Rosamunda,  or 
any  other  of  the  heroines  of  romance,  were 
beloved,  was  a  severe  mortification.  Her  per- 
son indeed  had  been  greatly  admired,  but  she 
reached  her  four  and  twentieth  year  without 
having  created  any  serious  attachment.  Her 
guardians  had  died  a  few  months  before  this 
period,  leaving  her  the  little  property  they 
possessed,  and  the  disposal  of  her  own  small 
fortune  entirely  at  her  discretion. 

Chance,  however,  soon  after  the  death  of 
her  guardians,  introduced  a  Scotch  officer  to 
her  acquaintance,  somewhat  older  than  her- 
self, who  was  an  enthusiastic  admirec  of  beau 
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ly,  and  who  had  never  before  seen  a  face  and 
form  which  so  forcibly  struck  his  imagination. 
Agatha  was  certainly  uncommonly  beautiful, 
and  indolence  gave  her  a  languor,  which  to 
some  men  is  pleasing.  Being  of  an  ardent  dis- 
position, and  at  moments  rash  in  his  actions. 
Captain  Monroe  almost  immediately  declared 
his  passion  in  the  language  of  an  Oroondates. 
and  solicited  the  fair  Agatha's  hand,  as  a  bless- 
ing on  which  his  future  happiness  depended. 

Archibald  Monroe  was  a  young  man  of  six 
and  twenty,  intelligent  of  countenance,  fine  of 
form,  and  with  manners  extremely  agreeable. 
His  fortune  was  very  small  ;  but  fortune  is  the 
last  thing  young  ladies,  who  spend  their  time 
in  reading  novels  and  romances,  consider.  It 
ought  indeed  at  all  times  to  be  a  secondary  con- 
sideration. Agatha,  whose  disposition,  though 
indolent,  as  I  before  said,  was  affectionate,  and 
who  indulged  in  all  the  folly  of  romance,  was 
not  long  insensible  to  the  vows  of  her  enthu- 
siastic lover,  and  in  a  few  weeks  they  were 
married  :  though  she  was  rather  won  by  his 
temporary  folly  than  the  intrinsic  worth  of  his 
character. 
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For  some  months,  Agatha  and  Monroe  were 
perfectly  happy  ;  he  was  too  much  in  love  to 
see  her  faults,  and  still  played  the  part  of  the 
rapturous  lover  ;  a  part  most  adapted  to  Aga- 
tha's vitiated  taste  :  she  was  never  .tired  of 
listening  to  his  raptures.  Oh,  how  short  lived 
is  such  happiness  !  Every  woman  of  sense 
must  prefer  that  rational  and  lasting  affection, 
which  shows  itself  not  in  words  but  actions, 
and  which  is  not  founded  on  momentary  ca- 
price, or  an  inflated  imagination,  but  on  that 
esteem,  which  an  excellent  heart,  amiable  man- 
ners, and  a  good  understanding,  create. 

Though  by  birth  a  native  of  Scotland,  Mon- 
roe resided  in  London,  when  his  military  duty 
did  not  call  him  elsewhere,  being  fond  of  that 
choice  of  society,  and  the  inexhaustible  sources 
of  amusement  and  knowledge,  which  the  me- 
tropolis affords.  Though  sometimes  rash  in 
his  decisions,  he  was  a  young  man  of  talent, 
information,  and  a  most  exquisite  sensibility. 
His  love  of  virtue  was  enthusiastic,  and,  though 
his  feelings  were  acute  to  an  extreme,  he  had 
the  most  affectionate  of  human  hearts.  When 
excited,  he  was  choleric  ;  but  his  temper  was 
by  no  means  severe.  He  did  not,  though  fond 
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of  society  indulge  in  the  extravagance  and  dis 
sipation  to  which  officers  in  general  are  too 
prone  :  his  income  was  limited  ;  but,  had  he 
possessed  a  large  fortune,  his  heart  and  under- 
standing would  have  made  him  apply  it  to  wor- 
thy uses.  His  companions  were  men  of  sense, 
and  well  informed,  and  his  amusements  were 
'rational,  and  taken  in  moderation. 

During  the  honey-moon,  which  they  spent 
in  the  country,  Archibald  devoted  his>time  ex- 
clusively to  his  wife,  and  she  willingly  laid 
down  her  novels,  to  listen  to  his  incessant  and 
animated  praise.  In  the  fourth  month,  how- 
ever, on  their  return  to  the  metropolis,  Mon- 
roe began  to  be  accustomed  to  the  beautiful 
face  of  Agatha ;  the  novelty  ceased,  and  hi« 
raptures  gradually  died  away,  to  be  succeeded 
by  a  sentiment  more  lasting  and  equally  ten- 
der, though  not  so  impassioned.  He  now  ex- 
pected to  find  in  his  wife  a  rational  and  agreea- 
ble companion,  who  would  attend  to  her  fami- 
ly, share  in  his  pleasures,  entertain  his  friends, 
and  exert  herself  to  please  her  husband,  lover, 
and  friend. 

Of   exertion,  alas,  Agatha   was   incapable. 
When  her  husband   co?-pr|  to  addrec*  hpr  !«hr-. 
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a  hero  of  romance,  and  wished  to  converse 
rationally,  she  had  nothing  to  say.  If  he  read 
instructive  and  entertaining. books,  to  amuse 
her  of  an  evening,  she  yawned,  and  fell  asleep. 
She  had  totally  neglected  to  keep  up  the  little 
practice  she  had  given  to  music,  and  cultivate 
a  voice  naturally  tine.  She  was  too  indolent 
to  like  walking ;  dancing  was  her  aversion  * 
going  to  the  opera  or  concerts,  in  which  her 
husband  particularly  delighted,  demanded  too 
much  preparation  of  dress ;  and,  in  companjr, 
she  was  languid,  and  remiss  in  those  little  at- 
tentions which  are  indispensable.  She  had 
paid  a  little  more  attention  to  dress,  during  the 
first  months  of  her  marriage  ;  but  the  ex- 
ertion soon  became  irksome,  and  she  sunk  in- 
to her  old  slovenly  habits.  In  domestic  con- 
cerns, too9  she  was  culpably  negligent. 

Monroe  awoke,  from  a  dream  of  rapture, 
lo  the  most  painful  alarm  for  his  future  happi- 
ness !  He  found  that  his  imagination  had  gifted 
his  wife  with  mental  charms  and  qualities  she 
did  not  possess  ;  and  her  beauty,  before  the 
object  of  his  idolatry,  now  became  a  source  of 
regret  to  the  disappointed  husband, 
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"  Had  she  not  been  so  handsome,"  thought 
Archibald,  "  she  would  not  have  been  indulg- 
ed in  this  baneful  indolence  !  She  would  have 
felt  the  necessity  of  cultivating  her  mind,  and 
making  herself  agreeable.  She  would  have 
been  taught  how  to  govern  her  family,  and 
made  fit  to  educate  her  children  :  as  it  is,  she 
is  almost  incapable  of  every  domestic  and  so- 
cial duty.  Yet  surely,  if  she  be  but  kindly 
shown  the  precipice  on  which  she  stands,  if 
her  husband  conjure  her  to  rouse  from  the  le- 
thargy of  indolence,  affection  will  make  her 
struggle  against  its  pernicious  influence,  and 
her  struggles  will  finally  be  victorious." 

Monroe  thought  like  a  young  inexperienced 
man,  who  had  little  knowledge  of  human  na- 
ture, or  the  inveterate  force  of  habit :  he  ex- 
pected almost  impossibilities,  and,  by  forming 
sanguine  hopes  of  success,  only  increased  the 
bitterness  of  disappointment. 

It  is  true,  when  he  reasoned  with  all  the 
manly  energy  of  virtue  and  affection,  and  con- 
jured Agatha  to  rouse  herself,  and  shake  off 
the  lethargy  of  indolence,  she  listened  to  him 
patiently,  and  felt  a  momentary  terror  of  the 
evils  her  husband  so  forcibly  pictured,  and  a 
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wish  to  be  all  that  he  could  desire  ;  but  these 
were  feeble,  compared  to  the  rooted  power 
which  indolence  had  obtained.  She  made  tem- 
porary but  weak  efforts  ;  and  had  not  the  vir- 
tuous courage  to  persevere. 


B  I 
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<  HAPTER  II. 

THAT  young  married  women  may  be  fully 
aware  how  dangerous  it  is  to  sink  into  indolent 
habits,  and  to  lose  that  desire  of  pleasing, 
which  before  marriage  is,  perhaps,  carried  a 
little  too  far,  I  will  relate  an  instance  or  two  of 
the  disgust  the  indolence  of  Agatha  gave  her 
husband,  and  of  the  indignant  displeasure  it  ex- 
cited. 

Monroe  was  invited  one  day  to  dine  with  a 
superior  officer,  his  countryman,  a  gentleman 
of  fortune  and  merit,  who  had  been  married 
two  years  to  a  very  amiable,  though  plain  wo- 
man, and  was  requested  to  bring  his  wife.  The 
morning  of  that  day,  Monroe  had  occasion  to 
go  a  few  miles  out  of  town,  on  business,  but,  at 
breakfast  time,  he  begge^^gatha  particularly 
to  pay  some  attention  to^plhress,  and  to  exert 
herself  to  please  : 

"  Because,"  said  the  ffccF  husband,  "  I 
should  not  like  Colonel  M'Donald  to  make  dis- 
advantageous comparisons  between  you  and  his 
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"wife,  Who,  I  Understand,  though  plain  in  her 
person,  is  a  charming  woman  ;  agreeable  in  her 
manners,  and  pleasing  in  her  appearance.  Do 
not,  dear  Agatha,  from  a  culpable  indolence, 
expose  yourself  to  merited  censure.  Your 
personal  beauty  will  only  make  criticism 
doubly  severe,  because  it  will  excite  the  envj' 
of  most  of  your  own  sex,  who  have  been  less 
favoured  by  nature.  I  do  not,  my  love,  wish 
you  to  be  fine,  but  let  your  dress  be  neat,  and 
becoming ;  do  not,  as  it  frequently  happens, 
wait  till  the  last  moment  to  dress  :  the  colonel 
dines  early,  is  punctual  to  his  hour,  and  does 
not  admire  fashionable  ill  manners  :  beside  he 
is  almost  a  stranger  to  us,  wre  never  before  were 
at  his  house,  and  it  would  be  extremely  rude 
to  treat  him  with  as  little  Ceremony  as  that 
with  which  people  are  too  apt  to  treat  an  inti- 
mate friend." 

Agatha  promised  to  observe  her  husband's 
instructions,  and  Monroe,  telling  her  he  should 
fetch  her  at  four  o'clock  precisely,  and  begging 
that  he  might  find  her  ready,  mounted  his  horse 
and  rode  away. 

After  he  was  gone,  Agatha,  not  having  the 
irood  custom  of  usefully  employing  her  time, 
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went  as  usual  to  shut  herself  up  in  her  dress- 
ing room,  to  read  of  sighing  damsels  and  de- 
spairing swains.  Unluckily,  over  night,  she 
had  received  a  newly  published  romance,  from 
the  circulating  library,  to  which  she  was  a  con- 
stant subscriber ;  this  romance,  which  was  in 
three  thick  volumes,  and  filled  with  the  most 
extravagant  and  marvellous  adventures,  so  en- 
tirely occupied  her,  that  the  morning  was  gone 
before  she  was  conscious  it  was  noon,  and  she 
never  thought  of  her  engagement  till  she  was 
electrified  by  the  well-known  rap  of  Monroe  at 
the  street  door.  The  clock  just  then  struck 
four. 

"Good  heavens!'*  exclaimed  Agatha,  "it is 
four  o'clock,  and  I  am  not  dressed  ;  I  had  quite 
forgotten  my  engagement,  and  this  is  no  doubt 
Monroe.  What  will  he  say  ?" 

She  hastily  threw  the  books  into  a  drawer, 
rang  the  bell  for  the  maid  to  help  her,  and  with 
trembling  agitation  began  her  toilet.  Susan, 
the  maid,  came  into  the  room. 

"  That  was  your  master,  was  it  not  ?"  ask- 
ed Agatha,  hoping  ehe  might  have  been  mis- 
token. 
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*;  Yes,  Ma'am,"  replied  the  girl,  "  and  he  is 

ming  up  stairs,  to  see  if  you  are  dressed." 

"For  Heaven's  sake,  make  haste  and  help 
me,  Susan-,  or  your  master  will  be  out  of  pa- 
tience. I  had  no  idea  of  the  time  :  indeed  I 
had  forgotten  we  were  to  dine  out." 

Monroe  now  entered  the  apartment,  and  see- 
ing Agatha  had  scarcely  begun  her  toilet,  he 
angrily  said  : 

"  So,  Agatha,  you  have  paid  much  attention 
to  my  request !  What  can  be  the  reason  I  find 
you  not  half  dressed?  It  is  past  four  o'clock  !" 

"  Indeed,  my  dear  Archibald,  I  had  no  idea 
of  the  hour !  I  am  very  sorry  to  keep  you 
waiting,  but  only  have  a  little  patience,  and  I 
shall  be  ready  in  a  few  minutes." 

Monroe,  highly  offended,  made  no  answer, 
but  walked  out  of  the  room.  Agatha,  whose 
indolence  extended  even  to  the  most  trivial 
and  commonplace  things,  was  very  slow  at  her 
toilet ;  and  though  aided  by  Susan,  it  was  full 
half  an  hour  before  she  was  ready.  Susan 
could  not  be  expected  to  have  taste  or  great 
neatness.  Agatha  had  very  little  of  either,  and 
she  was  so  flurried  that  she  scarcely  knew 
'•vhat  she  did  •  so  that,  instead  *f  being  better. 
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she  was  even  worse  dressed  than  usual.  When 
she  came  down  to  her  husband,  he  looked  at 
her  with  indignant  displeasure,  and  suffered  the 
servant  tp  assist  her  to  the  coach. 

When  they  were  in  the  carriage,  Monroe, 
sighing  deeply  exclaimed  : 

"  I  am  an  unfortunate  man!  I  married  with 
the  .fond  hut  foolish  hope  of  being  loved  by  my 
wife  ;  but  I  have  daily  proof  that  she  is  not 
only  indifferent  to  my  person  but  to  my  peace 
of  mind.  She  heeds  nothing  but  the  gratifica- 
tion of  her  selfish  indolence,  and  she  is  obsti- 
nately blind  to  the  misery  she  is  bringing  on 
herself!  Good  God!  why  was  my  reason  in- 
toxicated by  that  fatal  beauty,  which,  instead  of 
a  blessing,  will  be  a  curse  to  yourself  and  me  ? 
W7hy  was  I  so  infatuated  ?  \Vhy  did  I  suffer  my 
imagination  to  gift  you  with  those  qualities, 
without  which  no  married  woman  can  do  her 
duty,  or  make  her  husband  happy  ?  Fool ! 
Rash  fool  that  I  was  !  It  is  in  vain  that  I  daily 
appeal  to  your  affection,  or  that  I  endeavour, 
by  less  gentle  reasoning,  to  rouse  you  from  the 
lethargy  of  indolence.  You  are  determined  to. 
>jiokn  vonr*rlf  and  me  m 
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Agatha,  who  felt  conscious  that  the  displea- 
sure of  her  husband  was  just,  and  whose  tem- 
per was  beside  gentle  and  affectionate,  made 
no  attempt  to  defend  herself,  but  sat  in  mourn- 
ful filenoe  till  they  reached  the  colonel's 
house.  The  company,  which  was  numerous, 
•n'ere.all  assembled,  and  the  colonel  was  impa- 
tiently expectingthe  arrival  of  Captain  Monroe. 
and  his  lady,  to  sit  down  to  dinner. 

"  Why,  Captain,"  said  Col.  M' Donald,  after 
the  first  compliments  were  over,  "  I  thought 
that  you,  like  me,  were  so  unfashionable  as  to 
be  a  punctual  man  ;  but  I  find  I  was  mista- 
ken.'* 

••."I  am  too  sensible  of  the  justice  of  your 
reproach,"  answered  Monroe,  "  to  attempt  to 
excuse  myself,  and  plead  guilty." 

*;  It  was  not  my  husband's  fault,  Sir,"  said 
Agatha,  blushing  deeply  ;  "  I  only  am  to  blame  ; 
I  forgot  the  hour,  and  kept  him  waiting." 

Monroe,  whose  temper  though  irrascible* 
was  very  forgiving,  softened  by  the  candid  ac- 
knowledgment of  his  wife,  and  pitying  the  visi- 
ble distress  she  felt,  looked  kindly  at  Agatha, 
and  good  naturally  said  : 
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•  '-  Wei!,  my  dear,  you  will  be  less  forgetful 
another  time,  and  I  am  persuaded  the  colonel 
will  have  the  goodness  to  excuse  our  first  of 
fence." 

"  Nay,  my  dear  Sir,  could  I  bear. malice  to  <•. 
lady,"  replied  Colonel  M'Donuld  gooaWn- 
mouredly,  "  I  should  deserv.e  to  be  disbanded  • 
beside,  I  have  always  found  Maria  (the  colo- 
nel's wife)  so  punctual,  that  I  am  inclfflld  to 
believe  that  the  ladies,  generally  speakifg,  are 
more  exact  on  these  occasions  than  we  are.  I 
was  a  sad  negligent  fellow,  before  I  married. 
So,  my  dear  Madam,"  continued  the  colonel, 
leading  Agatha  into  the  dining  parlour,  "  do  nor. 
blame  yourself  for  a  forgetfumess  which  I  ana 
persuaded  was  accidental." 

This  good-humoured  politeness  gave  relief 
both  to  Monroe  and  his  wife,  and  the  amiable 
mistress  of  the  house  showed  them  the  most 
marked  attention.  t 

Monroe,  though  his  affectionate  and  forgiv- 
ing temper  would  not  suffer  him  long  to  feel  re- 
sentment against  his  wife,  could  not  help  per- 
ceiving with  great  pain  of  heart,  tfte  striking 
contrast  between  Agatha  aud  the  colonrlvr 
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Mrs.  M'Donald,  though  her  person  was  plain, 
had  a  more  prepossessing  appearance  than  the 
beautiful  Mrs.  Monroe,  because  she  dressed 
with  elegant  simplicity  and  neatness.  The 
manners  of  Agatha  were  also  languid,  without 
being  attractive  ;  she  could  only  converse  on 
trivial  subjects,  and  as  I  before  informed  the 
reader,  she  was  too  indolent  to  cultivate  the 
little  talents  she  possessed  to  give  her  friends 
and  husband  pleasure.  Mrs.  M'Donald  was 
well  informed,  yet  modest,  engaging  in  her 
manners,  capable  of  conversing  with  persons 
of  understanding,  and  yet  not  too  proud,  whea 
hospitality  or  good  breeding  required  it,  to  mix 
in  light  and  frivolous  conversation.  She  sang 
and  played,  though  not  in  a  masterly  style,  welt 
enough  to  entertain  her  friends,  and  amuse  her 
husband ;  and  her  alacrity  to  oblige  made  her 
generally  liked.  Her  behaviour  toward  the 
colonel  was  equally  amiable  and  judicious  ;  she 
was  attentive  and  affectionate,  without  appear- 
ing to  be  officious  ;  to  please  him  was  evident- 
ly the  first  wish  of  her  heart,  yet  she  made  no 
parade  of  her  love. 

Monroe,  when  he  compared  his  beautiful  and 
insipid  wife  to  the  plain,,  but  agreeable 
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M'Donald,  could  not  suppress  arising  sigh,  and 
a  secret  wish  that  Agatha,  at  the  loss  even  of 
her  beauty  could  resemble  her. 

The  colonel,  who  was  a  man  of  an  ex- 
cellent heart  and  understanding,  and  who  had 
married  not  from  a  sudden  and  rash  passion, 
but  affection  founded  on  esteem,  and  a  know- 
ledge of  the  mind  and  disposition  of  the  wo- 
man he  loved,  was  dotingly  fond  of  his  Ma- 
ria :  he  would' not  have  parted  with  her  for  the 
most  beautiful  wife  in  the  world.  Her  amia- 
ble qualities  and  inestimable  conduct  made  her 
appear  lovely  in  his  eyes.  He  soon  discover- 
ed the  mental  inferiority  of  Agatha,  and  thought 
her  unworthy  of  the  warm-hearted  and  noble- 
minded  Monroe,  whose  high-souled  qualities 
had  been  reported  to  him  previous  to  his  intro- 
duction to  that  gentleman.  When  their  guests 
were  retired,  Col.  M'Donald,  taking  his  fife's 
hand,  said  : 

"  1  am  daily  more  and  more  sensible  of  your 
worth,  my  dear  Maria  ;  and  find  occasion  to  re- 
gret that  my  friends  have  not  each  been  as  for- 
tunate as  myself,  in  the  choice  of  a  wife.  Poor 
Monroe  !  How  it  grieves  me  to  think  he  is  mar- 
ried to  a  woman  so  unworthy  of  him,  so  inca 
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pable  of  making  him  happy.  By  what  strange 
fatality  or  perversion  of  judgment,  could  he 
love  a  mere  automaton  ?  She  is  very  beAutifh], 
it  must  be  allowed  ;  but  even  her  beauty  loses 
its  attraction  by  the  little  attention  she  pays  to 
her  person.  She  has  neither  talents,  nor  con- 
versation to  atone  for  her  want  of  taste  and 
neatness.  How  could  a  young  man  of  his  soul 
fall  in  love  with  a  woman  every  way  so  little  ' 
calculated  to  please  persons  of  sense  and  feel- 
ing ?  Oh,  Maria,  had  he  married  such  a  wo- 
man as  yourself,  he  would  be  happy.  I  saw 
the  esteem  and  admiration  with  which  he  re- 
garded you  !  Nay,  I  fear,  I  perceive  that  he 
was  painfully  aware  of  the  deficiency  of  his 
soulless  wife,  whom  he  nevertheless,  I  am 
told,  tenderly  loves.  Heaven  grant  that  ho 
may  be  blind  to  her  imperfections  !  If  he  per- 
ceive them,  he  must  be  miserable  !  Never  did 
I  more  forcibly  feel  my  own  happiness,  and 
your  excellence,  than  I  did  this  night.  I  well 
sa\v  that  my  friends  sympathized  in  my  feel- 
ings, and  that,  if  they  had  spoken  their  senti- 
ments, they  would  have  acknowledged,that  the 
beautiful  Mrs.  Monroe  was  not  to  be  compared 
with  my  dear  Maria," 
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?«h*.  M'Donald  listened  to  the  merited  and 
animated  praise  of  her  husband  with  modest 
pleasnre,  and,  though  her  good  nature  sought 
excuses  for  the  mental  deficiency  of  Agatha, 
she  could  not  help  pitying  the  amiable  and  in- 
teresting Monroe. 

We  will  now  take  leave  of  the  happy  pair4 
.und  return  to  Agatha  and  her  husband. 

Monroe  returned  home,  in  his  own  despite., 
discontented  and  unhappy.  Agatha,  in  addition 
to  her  deficiency  in  personal  neatness  and  ele- 
gance, in  his  eyes,  appeared  to  have  been  more 
remiss  than  usual,  in  those  pleasing  attentions, 
and  agreeable  manners,  which  are  the  life  and 
charm  of  social  intercourse.  Monroe,  how- 
ever, was  deceived  by  the  striking  contrast  of 
the  manners  of  the  amiable  hostess.  The 
praise  that  Monroe  had  bestowed  on  Mrs. 
M'Donald,  and  his  marked  approbation  of  her 
manners  and  agreeable  talents,  had  made  Aga- 
that  notwithstanding  her  mental  indolence,  and 
the  confidence  she  justly  felt  in  the  honour 
and  affection  of  Monroe,  a  little  uneasy,  and 
she  tried  to  rouse  herself  to  some  exertion ; 
but  the  inveteracy  of  indolence  made  her  ef- 
forts feeble,  aod  the  palpable  difference  be- 
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tween  her  manners  and  those  of  Mrs.  M'Dor 
nald  prevented  Monroe  from  remarking  that 
she  was  less  languid  than  usual. 

Poor  Agatha,  on  her  part,  returned  home 
mortified  by  the  grave  thoughtfulness  which 
sat  on  her  husband's  countenance,  and  painful- 
ly sensible  of  her  inferiority  to  the  amiable 
Mrs.  M'Donald. 

The  lesson,  mortifying  as  it  was,  did  her  par- 
tial good,  and,  for  a  week,  she  strove  to  rouse 
herself  from  the  lethargy  of  indolence  ;  but  in- 
veterate habit  again  resumed  its  empire,  and 
Agatha  again  and  again  incurred  the  just  dis- 
pleasure of  the  high-souled  and  susceptible 
Monroe. 

The  colonel  and  his  dear  Maria,  soon  after, 
went  to  reside  entirely  in  Scotland,  that  gen- 
tleman's native  country ;  where  they  lived 
happy  in  each  other,  and  in  a  blooming  young 
family. 


C  2 
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CHAPTER  III. 

ANOTHER  more  flagrant  instance  of  the  cul- 
pable indolence,  in  which  the  self-devoted  Aga- 
tha indulged,  will  give  the  reader  some  idea  of 
the  torment  a  man  of  Monroe's  exquisite  sensi- 
bility and  justness  of  thinking  must  suffer,  with 
such  a  woman,  beautiful  and  mild  though  she 
was. 

Monroe  had  an  uncle,  an  elderly  gentleman, 
who  had  been  his  guardian,  and  for  whom  he 
had  a  filial  respect.  This  uncle,  who  resided  in 
Scotland,  came  up  to  London,  about  eight  months 
after  his  nephew's  marriage,  to  prepare  for  a 
voyage  to  India;  having,  through  the  interest  of 
some  friends,  obtained  some  lucrative  post  in  the 
civil  department,  at  Madras.  He  was  only  to  stay 
a  few  days  in  town,  and,  as  he  had  no  house, 
Monroe  invited  him  to  occupy  an  apartment  in 
his  ;  which  offer  Mr.  Strathmore,  who  had  a 
paternal  regard  for  his  nephew,  and  who  was  a 
frank  plain-dealing  man,  readily  accepted. 

Monroe,  before  that  gentleman  came,  en- 
treated his  wife  to  see  Chat  lire  room  was  made 
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comfortable,  and  to  show  him  every  attention, 
not  only  because  be  was  a  near  'and  dear  rela- 
tion, to  whom  he  lay  under-serious  obligations, 
but  because,  though  an  excellent  and  friendly 
man,  Mr.  Strathmore  was  apt  to  take  offence  at 
the  slightest  omission,  and  to  think  himself 
neglected. 

Agatha,  according  to  custom,  promised  to 
observe  her  husband's  injunctions,  and,  as  usual, 
was  guilty  of  culpable  neglect.  With  her  ac- 
customed indolence  she  trusted  to  the  servant : 
Susan  assured  her  that  she  would  make  the 
apartment  of  Mr.  Strathmore  comfortable,  and 
Agatha  never  went  to  see  that  every  thing  was 
neat,  and  as  it  ought  to  be,  as  every  good 
housewife  would  have  done.  The  maid, 
knowing  her  mistress  would  be  satisfied  with 
her  assurance  that  every  thing  was  right,  and 
that  she  would  not  take  the  trouble  to  see  her- 
self that  nothing  was  neglected,  instead  of  mak 
ing  the  room  neat,  and  comfortable,  left  every 
thing  in  disorder,  and  was  so  shamefully  care- 
less as  to  put  sheets  on  the  bed  that  had  not 
been  aired. 

In  the  evening  the  old  gentleman  arrived, 
supped  with  Monroe,  and  being  a  man  of  the 
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world,  soon  formed  an  opinion  that  was  not  iv 
the  advantage  of  Agatha.  When  bed  time 
came,  however,  ha  retired  to  his  chamber,  and 
employed  some  time  in  looking  over  papers, 
after  which  he  undressed  himself;  but  he  had 
not  laid  many  minutes  before  he  was  perfectly 
convinced  that  the  sheets  were  damp,  and,  con- 
sequently, his  health  in  danger.  His  resolu- 
tion was  soon  taken.  Without  disturbing  his 
nephew,  he  rang  for  a  candle,  dressed  himself, 
and  walking  softly  down  stairs,  left  the  house 
to  seek  a  lodging  at  a  hotel. 

The  surprise  of  Monroe,  the  next  morning, 
when  he  found  what  had  happened,  may  well 
be  conceived  :  he  could  not  at  first  conjecture 
the  cause  ;  but  he  knew  there  must  be  some- 
thing essentially  wrong.  An  immediate  and 
determined  inquiry  was  begun,  and  Monroe 
too  soon  discovered  a  very  justifiable  reason 
for  his  uncle's  conduct. 

It  would  be  vain  to  attempt  to  describe  the 
feelings  of  Monroe,  for  feelings  such  as  his 
were  can  only  be  conceived  and  understood  by 
a  husband.  Agatha  felt  pain,  but  it  was  of  too 
confused  and  indistinct  a  kind  to  teach  her  any 
wholesome  lesson  of  amendment. 
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I  leave  the  reader  to  imagine  what  were  the 
indignation  and  distress  of  an  old  gentleman,  re- 
markably orderly  in  his  habits,  who  had  a  ter- 
ror of  damp  beds  from  having  once  caught  a 
dangerous  illness  by  sleeping  in  one,  and  who 
was  tenacious  of  the  most  trifling  attention  ! 

In  the  forenoon,  having  breakfasted  where 
he  slept,  Mr.  Strathmore  returned,  that  he 
might  account  to  his  nephew  for  the  seeming 
impropriety  of  his  conduct !  but  his  return  was 
with  a  determination  not  to  stay  in  a  house  so 
disorderly,  and  where  he  had  been  treated 
with  so  little  respect.  No  less  grieved  than 
ashamed  by  the  conduct  of  his  wife,  Monroe, 
almost  afraid  to  meet  the  eye  of  his  uncle, 
knew  not  what  to  say  :  at  last  he  made  a  feeble 
attempt  to  apologize. 

To  this  Mr.  Strathmore,  who  was  a  man  that 
could  not  curb  his  passion,  and  that  spoke  his 
feelings  in  rather  too  blunt  a  manner,  answer- 
ed angrily  : 

"  Yes  it  is  v£ry  comfortable  for  a  man  of  my 
age  to  be  obliged  to  seek  a  lodging  through  the 
streets  of  London  at  midnight,  or  run  the  risk  of 
losing  my  life,  by  lying  in  damp  sheets.*' 
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Monroe  darted  an  indignant  look  at  his  wife 
who,  trembling  and  confused,  scarcely  was  able 
to  ?it  on  her  chair.  The  old  gentleman,  too 
angry  to  notice  her  confusion,  thus  continued  : 

"But  this  shall  be  the  last  time  that  I  shall 
expose  myself  to  meet  such  neglect  from  rela- 
tions ;  I  will  not  trouble  you  another  night, 
Madam  ;  and  I  am  sorry  my  nephew  prevailed 
on  me  to  come." 

Agatha,  self-condemned  and  ready  to  sink 
with  shame,  had  not  the  power  even  to  attempt 
making  an  apology  :  but  Monroe,  vexed  to  the 
soul,  and  eager  to  convince  his  respected  rela- 
tion that  no  intentional  neglect  had  been 
shown  him,  went  up  to  the  old  gentleman, 
and  warmly  pressing  his  hand,  said, 

"  ?>Iy  dear  uncle,  pray  let  me  prevail  on  you 
to  excuse  this  shameful  negligence  !  We  will 
take  care  that  it  shall  not  be  repeated.  My 
wife  would  not  for  the  world,  have  shown*  in- 
tentional neglect  or  disrespect  to  so  near  and 
dear  a  relation  ;  but  she  is  unfortunately  igno- 
rant of  household  affairs,  and  trusted  to  persons 
who  pretend  to  be  better  informed.  She  will 
be  inconsolable,  if  you  leave  us  in  anger!  Praj 
let  me  prevail  on  you,  dear  uncle,  to  stay." 
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t(  I  shall  not  leave  you  in  anger,  replied  Mr. 
Strathmore,  softened  by  the  concern  his  be- 
loved nephew  showed,  and  the  visible  distress 
of  Agatha,  **  but  you  must  excuse  me,  ne- 
phew, from  staying  at  your  house.  I  am  a 
particular  man,  and  should  give  a  great  deal 
of  trouble,  which  it  is  better  to  avoid.  I  am 
willing  to  believe  that  my  niece,  as  you  say, 
did  not  mean  any  intentional  disrespect ;  but 
she  must  excuse  my  frankly  telling  her,  that, 
nothing  is  so  necessary  as  for  the  mistress  of 
a  family  to  understand  how  to  govern  and  di- 
rect her  servants,  and  that,  if  she  be  ignorant 
©f  household  affairs,  she  ought  to  apply  with 
resolute  perseverance  to  make  herself  well 
acquainted  with  them.  I  see  my  niece  with  a 
novel  in  her  hand,  the  last  thing  at  night  and 
the  first  thing  in  the  morning!  Excuse  me, 
niece,  but  you  might  employ  your  time  better. 
The  mistress  of  a  family  should  only  read  at 
proper  times,  and  such  books  as  will  improve 
as  well  as  amuse  the  mind.  If  you  value  your 
future  happiness,  do  not  indulge  in  such  indo- 
lent and  pernicious  habits.  By  the  mildness 
with  which  you  hear  me.  your  disposition  and 
temper  I  can  see  are  excellqnt ;  I  therefore. 
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feel  it  my  duty  to  warn  you  against  a  defect, 
which,  if  not  corrected,  may  have  fatal  con- 
sequences." 

How  inveterate  must  the  force  of  habit  be, 
when  lessons  so  mortifying,  and  warnings  so 
repeated,  could  not  effect  any  lasting  change 
in  a  young  woman,  whose  heart  was  good,  and 
who  wished  to  make  her  husband  happy  { 

Mr.  Strathmore,  though  his  displeasure  was 
softened,  could  not  be  prevailed  upon  to  stay 
at  the  house  of  his  nephew  ;  but  he  visited 
him  frequently,  and  they  parted  with  mutual 
esteem  and  regret.  The  old  gentleman,  in  his 
visits,  saw  so  many  instances  of  unconquera- 
ble indolence,  in  Agatha,  that  he  became  se- 
riously alarmed  for  the  future  happiness  of  his 
beloved  nephew,  and,  on  quitting  London, 
wrote  a  letter  to  Agatha,  in  which  he  severe- 
ly censured  her  conduct,  and  solemnly  exhort- 
ed her  to  rouse  herself  to  exertion.  The  fol- 
lowing were  its.  content?  : 

"  NIECE, 

"  You  will  perhaps  think  the  liberty  I  am 
about  to  take  is  unpardonable  ;  but  the  near 
relationship  which  subsists  between  myself  and 
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your  husband,  the  sincere  affection  I  bear  him, 
and  the  earnest  desire  I  have  to  prevent  your 
being  mutually  unhappy,  give  me  the  right, 
even  at  the  risk  of  offending  you,  to  frankly 
make  you  acquainted  with  my  sentiments,  and 
warn  you  to  shake  off  that  excess  of  indolence 
which,  unless  it  be  timely  corrected,  will 
prove  your  bane  through  life. 

"  Your  temper  is  mild,  and  your  heart  ap- 
pears to  be  excellent ;  you  love  my  nephew, 
who  certainly  is  most  worthy  of  being  loved ; 
yet  I  am  sorry  to  say,  you  neglect  his  advice, 
and  give  him  continual  subject  of  dissatisfac- 
tion, and,  I  plainly  perceive,  that,  if  you  do 
not  greatly  alter,  you  will  in  the  end  make  him 
and  yourself  miserable. 

"  You  must  daily  feel  that  the  indolence  in 
which  you  indulge  subjects  you  to  repeated 
mortification  ;  is  it  not  strange,  then  that  you 
should  wilfully  persist  in  habits  which  will 
soon  make  you  unfit  even  to  attend  to  the  most 
trivial  occurrences,  much  more  to  fulfil  the 
high  and  honorable  duties  of  a  wife  and  mo- 
ther ? 

"  My  nephew  is  a  kind  husband  ;  he  is  ten- 
derly attached  to  you,  but  he  has  too 
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understanding,  and  too  nice  a  discrimination  of 
right  and  wrong,  not  to  feel  the  danger,  and, 
permit  me  to  say,  the  culpability  of  those  in- 
dolent habits  to  which  I  now  seriously  call 
your  attention.  I  daily  witness  the  pain  of 
heart  such  habits  inflict,  and  the  difficulty  with 
which  your  husband, 'partial  as  he  is,  can  re- 
train from  giving  utterance  to  his  feelings. 

"  Pardon  the  freedom,  niece,  with  which  I 
enforce  these  disagreeable  truths.  I  do  justice 
to  youF  sfood  qualities  ;  but  I  see  the  precipice 
on  which  you  stand  !  I  tremble  for  the  future  ! 
I  would,  if  possible,  rouse  you  to  a  thorough 
sense"  of  your  danger  !  If  you  lore  your  hus- 
band, if  you  value  your  OWH  peace,  timely  be 
warned  !  Shake  off  this  baneful  indolence  ;  it 
•will  rob  you  of  your  husband's  love  !  it  will 
bring  misery  on  yourself,  on  him,  and  on  your 
innocent  offspring  I  Once  more  reflect  on  con- 
sequences, and  be  warned  ! 

"  Your  sincere  well-wisher, 
"  though  disapproving  Uncle, 

"  DWGALD  STRATHMOIU:/' 
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"  P.  S.  I  leave  it  to  your  discretion,  to  show 
this  letter,  or  keep  it  concealed  from  my  ne- 
phew. I  am  the  last  man  on  earth  to  wish  to 
Create  any  coldness  between  you  :  but  let  me 
again  conjure  you  to  be  timely  advised  ;  and, 
before  it  is  too  late,  rouse  yourself  from  the 
pernicious  apathy  of  indolence." 

This  let-ter,  notwithstanding  its  severity, 
was  read  by  Agatha  without  resentment,  and 
at  the  moment  it  made  something  like  a  strong 
impression  on  that  lady  :  she  felt  that  the  cen- 
sure of  Mr.  Strathmore,  though  severe,  wag 
just,  and  that  his  intentions  were  kind ;  and 
she  promised  herself  that  she  would  observe 
his  friendly  admonitions  :  but  Agatha,  fearing 
lest  the  letter  should  by  accident  fall  into  the 
hands  of  Monroe,  who  she  was  COBSCIOUS  had 
conceived  serious  displeasure  at  her  repeated 
negligence,  immediately  committed  it  to  the 
flames  :  the  impression  it  had  made  soon  died 
away,  and  the  excellent  advice  and  solemn 
warning  it  contained  were  as  easily  forgotten. 

The  concern  and  vexation  Monroe  felt  at  his 
uncle's  quitting  his  house  were  great,  and  the 
Displeasure  the  culpable  negligence  of  his  wife 
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excited  was  no  less  so.  His  keen  reproaches 
were  listened  to,  by  Agatha,  with  her  accus- 
tomed mildness  ;  but  they  produced  no  lasting 
good  effect. 

The  peace  of  Monroe,  who  had  married 
with  sanguine  and  rational  views  of  happiness. 
by  these  repeated  proofs  of  inveterate  indo- 
lence, received  a  deep  wound  ;  and  Agatha, 
who  saw  his  smiles  replaced  by  frowns,  and  his 
affectionate  admonitions  changed  to  angry  ex- 
postulation and  keen  reproach,  was  herself, 
notwithstanding  the  apathy  of  her  character, 
far  from  being  happy.  She  had  conceived, 
not  a  rational  affection  for,  but  a  romantic  ido- 
latry of  her  husband  ;  which  the  alteration  of 
his  manner,  conscious  as  she  was  that  he  had 
just  cause  to  complain,  did  not  in  the  least  di- 
minish :  yet,  such  had  been  the  enervating 
tendency  of  her  education,  and  so  rooted  was 
indolence,  that  she  could  not  rouse  herself  to 
effectual  exertion. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

THUS,  a  twelvemonth  passed,  unhappily  on 
both  sides.  Agatha,  at  length,  found  herself 
near  the  period  of  becoming  a  mother.  The 
dormant  tenderness  of  Monroe  was  awakened, 
and  he  already  felt  a  parent's  anxiety  fbr  the 
innocent  little  being  who  was  soon  to  see  the 
light.  His  heart  again  revived  to  hope  ;  he 
flattered  himself  that  maternal  love  would  ef- 
fect a  reformation,  which  his  remonstrances 
had  failed  to  produce.  He  saw  the  woman, 
whom  he  had  adored,  and  whom  notwithstand- 
ing her  defects  he  still  tenderly  loved,  in  the 
most  interesting,  the  most  endearing  of  situa- 
tions ;  he  again  viewed  her  with  fond  partiali- 
ty, sought  excuses  for  the  faults  he  justly 
blamed,  and  domestic  harmony  was  for  a  time 
restored. 

Agatha  became  the  happy  mother  of  a  fine 
boy,  to  the  inexpressible  delight  of  Monroe, 
who  had  passionately  wished  for  a  son,  know- 
ing how  unfit  his  wife  was  to  form  the  mind  of 
D  2 
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a  female  child,  and  purposing  to  trust  to  none 
but  himself  for  the  education  of  their  little 
Archibald. 

"  I  thought  a  month  since,  my  Agatha,"  said 
the  tender  husband,  three  weeks  after  the 
birth  of  their  child,  as  he  sat  by  the  side  of 
his  wife,'  and  gazed  on  her  with  anxious  affec- 
tion, "  that  it  was  impossible  for  me  to  love 
you  better!  How  did  I  deceive  myself!  I  wa& 
not  then  a  father  !  The  mother  of  my  child  is 
even  tenfold  dearer  to  me  than  she  was  be- 
fore !  Her  claim  is  more  tender  !  more  sacred  ! 
I  feel  that  my  very  existence  is  blended  in 
hers !  Oh,  be  careful,  my  Agatha,  of  your 
health  !  you  must  feel  that  it  is  no  less  pre- 
cious to  your  idolizing  husband  than  it  is  ne- 
cessary to  our  child  !  Sweet  babe,"  continued 
Monroe,  gently  taking  the  infant  from  its  mo- 
ther's arms,  and  nestling  it  to  his  bosom  with 
a  father's  tender  pride,  "sweet  babe!  how 
fondly  shall  I  cherish  thee  !  Thou  wilt  be  the 
bond  of  the  future  happiness  of  thy  parents  ! 
Thy  dear  mother,  by  her  watchful  tenderness 
and  cares,  will  acquire  an  eternal  claim  on  my 
affection  and  esteem.  Blessed  be  the  day  that 
gave  thee  to  our  mutual  love !  I  can  scarcely 
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believe  the  excess  of  my  happiness  t  Here, 
my  love,  take  the  little  cherub  :  he  is  putting 
up  his  little  mouth  in  a  very  significant  man- 
ner ;  he  will  cry  if  I  keep  him  longer.  I  can 
only  give  him  kisses  ;  on  you  he  is  dependent 
for  nourishment ;  when  he  is  grown  up,  how 
sensibly  will  he  feel  what  he  owes  to  his  ten- 
der mother !  How  assiduously  will  he  endea- 
vour to  repay  her  maternal  cares  !  Oh,  Aga- 
tha, nothing  can  equal  the  exquisite  feelings 
of  this  moment !  I  see  you  safe,  with  your  in- 
fant in  your^cms,  exercising  the  tender,  the 
endearing  dutiftfc  of  a  mother  !  You  are  dou- 
bly lovely  in  my  eyes  !  and  the  tender  interest 
you  excite  can*t>nJy  be  imagined  by  the  doting 
husband*  •  Jjfi,  Agatha,  would  you  exchange 
our  present*  pure  felicity,  the  tender  admira- 
tion of  your  husband,  for  the  languid  apathy 
which  indolence  creates  ?  for  that  pernicious 
self-indulgence  which  brings  on  dissatisfaction, 
contention,  and  finally  domestic  misery  ?  No  ! 
You  are  now  made  sensible  of  the  danger  of 
such  indulgence,  and  you  will  not,  in  future 
sacrifice  our  mutual  peace  to  excess  of  indo- 
lence. I  press  you  to  my  heart  with  the  de- 
lightful conviction  that  you  will  continue  to  be 


44  TH§    VICTIMS 

a  good  mother,  and  that  I  shall  be  a  most 
fortunate  husband  1" 

Noble  minded  and  affectionate,  but  too  san- 
guine Monroe  1  What  bitter  disappointment, 
what  cruel  woes  await  thee  !  Alas,  must  a 
heart  like  thine  prematurely  be  withered  by 
unmerited  calamity !  Must  thy  fond  hopes  be 
blasted,  thy  pure  affection  meet  so  ill  a  re- 
ward ?  Can  the  wife  whom  thou  so  tenderly 
lovest  be  the  murderess  of  thy  peace  ?  Oh, 
how  my  heart  ble.eds  for  thee,  too  confiding 
and  generous  Monroe  !  "  **^ 

During  some  months,  the  *fjjrentsf  enjoyed 
uninterrupted  felicity  ;  the  child 'was  remark- 
ably healthy,  and  had  a  good^.ijiijse,^  Agatha, 
from  time  to  time,  tenderly  yeflp^pnessively 
cautioned  against  neglect,  though  ^i*  nursed 
the  child  but  little  herself,  took  care*  that  he 
was  properly  treated,  and  Monree,  seeing 
that  she  strove  to  be  a  good  mother,  began  to 
view  her  indolence,  in  other  respects,  with 
less  disgust  and  alarm. 

In  the  zenith  of  their  renewed  .felicity, 
however,  war  broke  out,  and  Monroe,  whose 
circumstances  in  time  of  peace  would  not  suf- 
fer him  to  resign  his  commission,  was  ordered 
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with  his  regiment  to  the  West  Indies.  That 
was  a  cruel  stroke !  He  might  for  years  be 
separated  from  his  wife  and  child  ;  nay,  per- 
haps, such  is  the  uncertainty  of  a  soldier's 
life,  he  might  never  see  them  again!  He 
would  gladly  have  taken  them  with  him,  but 
his  tender  anxiety  for  Agatha's  health,  which 
was  delicate,  would  not  suffer  him  to  make 
the  proposal. 

Agatha,  herself,  was  almost  broken-hearted 
at  the  separation  ;  but,  with  a  child  in   her 
arms,  to  encounter  the  fatigues  of  a  long  voy- 
age would  have  been  an  exertion  beyond  her       j 
powers.     She  wept,  and  indulged  in  useless 
regret,  but  she  had  not  the  fortitude  to   pro- 
pose to  follow  the  husband  she  so  dearly    lov- 
ed, whose  manly  heart  was  wrung  with  an- 
guish, at  parting  with  two  objects  the   dearest 
to  him  on   earth.     Again  his  fears   returned, 
lest  Agatha,  having  no  friend  to   warn  her  of 
its  fatal  consequences,  should  fall  into    excess 
of  indolence,  and  that  his  child   might  be   ne-  * 
glected.      The   thought   was    agony !    In   the 
most  solemn  and  pathetic   manner,  he  conju-    * 
red  his  wife  conscientiously  to  fulfil  the  sft-     \ 
ered  duties  of  a  mother,  and  not  suffer  indo- 
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lence  to  conquer  the   virtuous  resolution  she 
had  hitherto  observed. 

"  Agatha,"  said  the  tender  father,  while  he 
clasped  his  smiling  infant,  who  was  only  five 
months  old,  to  his  heart,  and  tears  forced 
their  way  down  his  manly  cheek,  "  I  leave 
our  common  treasure  to  your  watchful  affec- 
tion :  consider  the  charge  as  sacred.  Our 
Archibald  is  now  a  fine  healthy  child  ;  do  not, 
when  I  return,  let  me  find  him  sickly  ;  for 
nothing  but  ill  management,  or  neglect,  can 
produce  such  a  change.  Were  I  to  see  my 
boy  an  object  only  of  misery  to  himself,  and 
pity  to  others,  I  should  look  with  horror  on 
the  unnatural  mother  who  could  so  neglect  her 
child :  nay  my  peace  would  receive  a  mortal 
wound,  and  domestic  happiness  would  be  ir- 
revocably lost.  Forgive  my  anxious  fears, 
dearest  Agatha  ;  it  is  not  the  goodness  of  your 
heart  I  doubt,  it  is  the  baneful  indulgence  of 
indolence  that  is  to  be  dreaded.  For  my  sake, 
for  the  sake  of  your  child,  and  as  you  value 
our  common  happiness,  let  me  conjnre  3rou  to 
guard  against  this  pernicious  indulgence.  I 
may  perhaps  fall  in  a  foreign  land,  and  never 
return  to  the  dear  objects  of  my  warmest  af- 


OP  INDOLENCE.  47 

fection  !  Oh,  Agatha !  Should  cruel  war  leave 
you  a  widow,  and  our  child  fatherless,  re- 
member that  your  husband  confided  hiu* 
to  your  vigilant  tenderness ;  that  with  hifi 
dying  breath,  he  will  invoke  blessings  on 
the  dear  objects  of  his  solicitude  ;  and  that 
his  heart  was  wrung  to  leave  them  deprived 
of  a  husband  and  father's  tender  protection. 
Such  were  the  parting  words  of  Monroe  !  I 
Agatha  hung  weeping  upon  his  neck,  and 
promised  solemnly  to  observe  his  injunctions. 
Archibald  tore  himself  with  difficulty  from 
the  arms  of  his  beloved  wife.  In  spite  of  the 
solemn  promise  she  had  made,  his  heart  was 
wrung  with  fears  of  the  future.  Alas,  his 
fears,  as  we  shall  presently  find,  were  too 
just !  Unfortunate  Monroe  !  The  dangers  and 
hardships  you  will  have  to  encounter  are  tri- 
fles, compared  to  the  heart-breaking  afflictioa 
which  hereafter  awaits  you !  Better  had  you 
perished  on  the  sanguinary  field  than  have  re- 
turned to  find  your  dearest  hopes  blasted,  your 
peace  for  ever  destroyed  !  Accursed  efiects 
of  indolence  !  who  would  not  die,  rather  thaa 
live  to  be  the  destruction  of  those  to  whoiw 
every  endearing  tie  attaches  them  ' 
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On  the  departure  of  her  husband,  Agatha, 
instead  of  rousing  her  mind  worthily  to  fulfil 
those  duties  which  more  than  ever  demanded 
her  attention,  sunk  into  a  stupor  of  grief, 
which  for  the  first  two  days,  rendered  her  in- 
capable of  acting.  A  letter,  however,  which 
she  received  from  her  beloved  husband,  rous- 
ed her  to  temporary  exertion.  The  following 
were  its  contents  : 

"  Portsmouth,  Nov.  6th9  17**. 

"Dearest  Agatha  t 

"  The  ship  does  not  set  sail  quite  so  soon 
as  it  was  expected  ;  we  may  be  detained  a 
couple  of  days  at  Portsmouth  :  I  therefore 
gladly  avail  myself  of  the  opportunity  of  wri- 
ting to  my  beloved  wife,  though  it  was  only 
yesterday  that  I  tore  myself  from  her  dear 
arms  ! 

"  Oh,  Agatha,  what  a  wretched  flight  was 
the  last  !  What  tender  recollections,  what 
racking  fears,  wrung  my  heart !  My  wife,  my 
child,  left  unprotected !  The  husband,  who 
would  have  guarded  them  from  injury  with 
his  life,  doomed  perhaps  never  to  see  them 
more!  The  thought  was  agony!  To  add  t<? 
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i«y  bormeutiog  anxiety,  a  young  woman,  with 
her  child  about  two  years  old,  was  in  the 
coach.  She  was  the  wife  of  the  captain  of  a 
merchantman,  and  was  going  to  meet  her  hus- 
band, after  an  absence  of  more  than  a  twelve- 
month. Of  this  husband  she  spoke  in  high 
terms  of  praise,  and  her  heart  seemed  to 
throb  with  affection  ;  but,  if  he  have  the  heart 
of  a  father,  what  will  his  feelings  be  at  seeing 
his  child  sickly,  and  lamed  for  life,  owing,  as 
the  mother  with  sorrow  acknowledged,  to  the 
bad  management  and  carelessness  of  his  nurse  ! 
Oh,  Agatha,  my  soul  recoiled,  with  horror, 
from  the  dreadful  yet  momentary  supposition 
that  I  might  return  to  find  my  child  thus  cru- 
elly neglected  !  I  shrunk,  with  superstitious 
terror,  and  something  like  aversion,  from  the 
poor  little  creature,  whose  infirmities  had  a 
claim  on  my  tender  commiseration.  I  could 
not  look  at  or  speak  to  the  mother,  who  fra- 
med excuses  for  her  culpable  neglect,  without 
shuddering  ;  she  was  pleasing  in  her  person, 
and  seemed  to  be  of  an  affectionate  and  grate  - 
ful  disposition,  yet  she  could  neglect  the  mosi 
4  acred  of  duties,  abandon  her  child  to  the 
mercy  of  hirelings,  and  prepare  the  most  bit- 
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ter  affliction  for  the  husband  whose  kindness 
to  her  she  so  affectionately  extolled,  and 
whom  she  appeared  tenderly  to  love  !  Oh 
God,  should  I  be  thus  cruelly  deceived  in  my 
wife  ! 

"  Forgive  me,  dearest  Agatha !  my  fearS 
make  me  unjust  nay,  cruel!  You  love  3 our 
child  !  Your  solemn  promise  is  pledged  !  Yon 
cannot  be  guilty  of  neglect,  the  most  odious 
and  unnatural  !  Your  husband  has  intrusted 
the  future  peace  of  his  life  to  your  tenderness  ! 
You  will  not  betray  a  trust  so  sacred  !  though 
my  dear  little  boy  has  for  a  time  lost  his 
anxious  and  affectionate  father,  he  has  a  moth- 
er, who  will  not  abandon  him,  who  will  watch 
over  his  infancy  with  unwearied  tenderne^-. 
and  who,  should  I  perish  on  the  sanguinary 
field,  will  remember  that  a  husband's  dying 
benediction  will  reward  her  maternal  and  con- 
jugal piety. 

^'  I  have  endeavoured  to  conquer  the  super- 
stitious gloom,  which,  since  I  saw  thut  unfor- 
tunate victim  of  its  mothers  nosrlcct.  In- 
vaded my  mind.  It  is  unworthy  a  man  who 
has  a  high  sense  of  his  social  and  moral  duties, 
and  shall  be  shaken  ofl.  Your  husband  -ha;i 
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iiever  lose  his  own  esteem,  or  that  of  the 
estimable  part  of  society.  He  will  not  listen 
to  fears,  which  are  even  more  distracting  than 
they  are  unjust.  My  Agatha  will  be  a  good 
mother  !  I  trust  I  shall  live  again  to  embrace 
the  dear  objects  of  my  affection,  and  shall  find 
them  all  that  a  doting  husband  and  tender 
father  could  wish  !  Adieu,  my  beloved  Agatha  ! 
Wife  of  my  bosom  !  Though  seas  will  separate 
us,  you  will  ever  live  in  the  heart  of  your 
fcithful 

"  MONROE." 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  be  careful  of  your 
health  !  You  know  how  precious  it  is  to  your 
Archibald,  and  how  necessary  to  our  dear 
child !  Do  not,  my  love,  yield  to  unavailing 
grief,  which  will  not  only  unfit  you  for  those 
tender  and  sacred  duties  which  you  are  now 
called  upon,  more  than  ever,  to  perform. 
Hope  the  best  1  I  need  not  entreat  you  to 
give  our  little  cherub  a  thousand  kisses,  *and, 
when  you  press  him  in  your  maternal  arms, 
to  think  of  his  father !  Once  more,  adieu  ! 
My  heart  is  with  you  !" 
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CHAPTER  V. 

THIS  letter,  which  was  dictated  by  the  np- 
blest  and  most  affectionate  of  hearts,  roused 
Agatha  to  temporary  exertion,  and,  for  a  few 
weeks,  she  persevered  in  fulfilling  the  sweet 
duties  of  a  mother  ;  but  the  effort  soon  became 
painful,  the  pathetic  exhortations  of  Monroe 
were  forgotten,  and  habitual  indolence  gradu- 
ally resumed  its  destructive  influence.  She 
sought  excuse  in  the  delicacy  of  her  health, 
which  exertion  would  finally  have  made  ro- 
bust, for  indolence  affects  both  mind  and  body. 
Beside,  being  a  weak-minded  woman,  she 
listened  to  the  pernicious  advice  of  her  ser- 
vants, who,  knowing  her  foible  desired  noth- 
ing more  than  to  live  with  a  mistress  who 
would  not  take  the  trouble  to  inspect  her 
household  affairs,  or  watch  their  conduct. 
Little  Archibald  was  soon  left  at  the  mercy  ot 
his  nursery  maid. 

"  Her  health"  (that  is,  Agatha's)  "  was  too 
delicate,  at  present,  to  bear  the  fatigue  of  at- 
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tending  to  the  management  of  her  child  :  her 
husband  had  conjured  her  to  be  careful  of  her- 
self;  he  understood  nothing  about  young  chil- 
dren ;  Nanny  was  dotingly  fond  of  her  little 
charge,  was  an  excellent  nurse,  and  was  ac- 
customed to  young  children.  By  the  time  he 
could  run  alone,  she  (Agatha)  might  be  able, 
perhaps  to  superintend  his,,  management ;  but 
she  was  certain  that  would  scarcely  be  neces- 
sary. Nanny  was  an  excellent  servant,  and 
understood  more  about  children  than  she  did." 
Such  were  the  excuses,  which  indolence 
suggested,  to  the  self-devoted  Agatha.  Thought- 
less, insensible  mother  !  Her  heart  was  alive 
to  fictitious  sensibility,  but  it  was  destitute  of 
real  feeling.;  The  woman  who,  after  parting 
with  a  noble  husband,  whose  agonizing  fears 
and  affection  she  had  witnessed,  nay,  and  after 
receiving  such  a  letter,  could  to  gratify  her 
selfish  indolence,  almost  immediately  break  a 
solemn  promise,  and  neglect  her  child,  to  seek 
relief  from  novels  and  romances  (to  which 
Agatha  resorted)  such  a  woman,  I  say,  neither 
deserves  to  be  a  wife  nor  a  mother !  She  has 
neither  the  heart  nor  the  understanding  to  ful- 
fil the  high  duties  of  so  honorable  a  station. 
K  <> 
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It  is  necessary  to  inform  the  reader  that, 
previous  to  the  departure  of  Monroe,  after 
the  fourth  month,  as  the  child  was  strong,  and  v 
the  health  of  his  mother  was  weak,  and  as, 
from  the  first  month,  he  had  been  accustomed 
to  spoon  meat,  little  Archibald,  at  the  desire  of 
the  anxious  husband,  had  been  weaned,  and 
seemed  even  to  gain  additional  strength.  He 
was  a  beautiful  baby,  full  of  amimation  and 
intelligence,  till  bad  nursing  and  neglect  de- 
stroyed his  health  and  vivacity. 

The  pernicious  indulgence  of  her  favorite 
amusement,  that  is,  novel  reading,  soon  ab- 
sorbed all  recollection  of  her  duty.  Agatha 
contented  herself  with  seeing  the  child  two  or 
three  times  a  day,  for  a  few  moments  ;  he  was 
brought  with  a  clean  face  and  hands,  and  in  a 
clean  frock,  and  she  was  satisfied  by  the  assur- 
ances of  Nanny,  and  the  other  servant,  who 
were  in  league,  that  he  was  kindly  treated, 
and  well  taken  care  of.  The  child,  inheriting 
his  father's  constitution,  was  naturally  robust, 
and  for  several  months  continued  strong  and 
healthy,  in  appearance  :  all,  to  Agatha's  indo- 
lent inspection,  seemed  right,  and  she  wrote 
the  most  flattering  accounts,  to  the  deceived 
father,  of  his  darling  boy. 


* 


;>F    INDOLENCE. 

While  Agatha  had  herself  superintended  the 
treatment  of  her  child,  it  is  true,  the  nursery- 
maid did  her  duty ;  but,  if  mothers  neglect 
their  children,  can  they  expect  hired  nurses  to 
have  more  natural  affection  than  themselves  ? 
Negligence,  on  the  part  of  the  mother,  may 
spoil  even  good  and  careful  nurses.  Beside, 
how  inhuman  it  is  to  leave  a  helpless  little 
creature  totally  in  the  power  of  persons,  who 
are  taught  to  believe  that  means  which  are  of- 
ten pernicious  are  requisite  to  make  children 
good  !  Is  it  not  unpardonable  of  a  mother,  who 
ought  to  devote  herself  to  the  care  of  her  chil- 
dren, to  commit  their  first  education  to  people 
in  every  respect  so  improper  to  be  entirely 
trusted  ? 

Nanny,  the  nursery-maid,  fortunately,  was 
a  neat  kind-hearted  girl,  and  had  been  suffi- 
ciently accustomed  to  young  infants  to  know 
when  they  required  food,  so  that  little  Archi- 
bald, though  ill-treated  in  other  respects,  was 
regularly  fed  and  kept  clean.  But  Nanny  was 
very  passionate,  fond  of  taking  her  pleasure, 
and,  like  her  mistress,  thought  nursing  too  great 
a  fatigue.  She  would  shake  arid  slapthe  child 
if  if  rriof!  :  fasten  it  in  n  chair  by  the  hour  to- 
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gether,  instead  of  properly  nursing  it,  and  giv- 
ing its  limbs  free  motion  :  when  she  went  out 
with  her  little  charge,  which,  it  must  be  al- 
lowed, was  very  often,  instead  of  taking  him 
into  the  park,  or  fields,  she  would  go  to  her 
acquaintance,  and  keep  the  child  for  hours  shut 
up  in  a  close  room.  Sometimes,  she  would 
leave  him  in  the  care  of  an  old  woman,  who 
lived  in  a  cellar,  in  the  neighbourhood  ;  but 
that  she  never  did,  unless  she  were  very  sure 
that  she  should  not  be  met  by  her  mistress, 
who  indeed  seldom  went  out.  She  fed  the 
child,  it  is  true,  but  frequently  with  food  very 
improper  for  infants  :  she  would  give  him 
meat,  cheese,  butter,  toast,%  fermented  liquors, 
fruit  in  large  quantities,  in  short,  she  would 
fill  his  little  stomach  with  all  sorts  of  indigesti- 
ble food.  He  was  beside  suffered  to  play  with 
knives,  scissars,  or  any  other  dangerous  im- 
plements, so  that  it  was  a  miracle  the  child  es- 
caped some  fatal  accident. 

Such  treatment,  though  the  strong  constitu- 
tion of  little  Archibald  for  some  time- resisted 
its  baneful  influence,  at  length  had  the  evil 
consequences  which  might  have  been  expoct- 
ed  :  the  boy  grew  ricketty,  and,  from  beinj:1 
robust  in  health,  became  a  sickly  child. 
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Agatha  did  not  at  first  perceive  the  change, 
but  at  length  Nanny,  who  had  her  motives 
for  so  doing,  made  her  mistress  remark 
it.  Agatha  was  seized  with  just  alarm  ;  the 
solemn  warning  of  her  husband  was  remem- 
bered with  terror ;  yet,  unable  to  act  with  de- 
cision, or  to  think  for  herself,  she  consulted 
with  Nanny,  who  expected  to  be  so  consulted, 
and  in  whom  she  placed  a  misjudged  but  impli- 
cit confidence,  what  was  best  to  be  done  ? 
Nanny  advised  her  mistress  to  send  her,  with 
the  child,  a  little  way  into  the  country  ;  "  for 
till  that  Master  Archibald  wanted  was  a  little 
fresh  air,  and  a  nice  garden,  to  run  about  in  ; 
lie  would  then  soon  be  well,  and  gain  strength. 
She  had  an  acquaintance,  at  Richmond,  who 
let  lodgings,  where  she  and  the  child  would 
meet  with  every  convenience,  and  attention. 
This  acquaintance  was  the  most  friendly  wo- 
man in  the  world  !  And  so  fond  of  children  !'' 

"  You  shall  take  him  there  immediately, v> 
said  Agatha  ;  "  but  I  must  go  too,  for  Monroe 
would  never  forgive  me,  if  I  were  to  let  his 
darling  go  among  strangers.  He  has,  to  be 
fcure,  very  particular  notions.  I  own,  it  is  vex- 
atious :  for  I  hate  the  country  till,  the  autumn 
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months  ;  beside  these  villages,  round  London, 
are  my  aversion.  But  I  certainly  will  go,  since 
my  not  going  would  seriously  offend  a  husband 
1o  whom  I  owe  all  a  wife's  affection." 

*•  Lord,  Ma'am,"  replied  Nanny,  who  did 
not  want  the  company  of  her  mistress,  and  who 
had  the  art  of  making  that  lady  think  and  act 
r.s  she  pleased,  "  how  should  my  master,  who 
is  the  lord  knows  how  far  off,  know  any  thing 
of  the  matter  ?  Beside,  Ma'am,  if  my  master 
were  here,  seeing  your  health  is  so  delicate, 
he  could  not  be  so  unreasonable  as  to  require, 
such  a  thing.  What  should  gentlemen  know 
about  children  ?  Shall  not  I  who  have  nursed 
Master  Archibald,  as  one  may  say,  from  his 
birth,  be  with  him  ?  Is  he  not  as  fond  of  me  as 
if  I  were  his  own  natural  mother  ?  Do  not  1 
keep  him  clean,  and  wholesome,  and  give  him 
every  thing  his  little  heart  can  desire  ?  Why 
should  you,  Ma'am,  delicate  as  you  are,  make 
yourself  a  slave  ?  Surely,  Ma'am,  you,  who 
are  Master  Archibald's  mother,  are  the  best 
judge  of  what  is  right  and  proper  for  him. 
Trust  the  sweet  little  fellow  to  me,  Ma'am, 
and  you  Avill  -co  him  come  home  as  strong  as 
a  lion.'' 
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After  ;i  Jittle  persuasion,  these  arguments, 
bad  as  they  were,  were  too  favorable  to  her 
incorrigible  indolence  not  to  be  adopted,  by 
Agatha.  She  flattered  herself  that  Archibald 
would  return  from  Richmond  in  strong  health  ; 
she  had  not  a  doubt  of  his  being  properly  treat- 
ed, and  well  nursed,  though  had  she  exerted 
a  grain  of  understanding,  she  must  have  known 
that  it  was  improper  treatment  which  had 
brought  him  into  an  ill  state  of  health.  Such 
are  the  baneful  consequences  of  indolence,  and 
the  no  less  baneful  tendency  of  reading  that 
class  of  novels  which  enervates  the  mind,  and 
teaches  any  thing  but  common  sense,  and  vir- 
tuous activity. 


fiO 


CHAPTER  VI. 

LET  us  teave  the  self-devoted  Agatha,  and 
her  neglected  infant,  a  while,  to  return  to  the 
high-souled  amiable  Monroe.  Unfortunate 
young  man  !  Had  he  not  yielded  to  the  fasci- 
nation of  external  beauty,  had  he  suffered  his 
understanding  to  direct  his  heart,  he  would 
have  escaped  the  misery  to  which  he  was  des- 
tined to  fall  ?i  victim.  Take  warning,  enthu- 
siastic youth  !  Be  not  the  slaves  of  your  ima- 
gination !  Reflect  well,  before  you  form  an 
engagement,  on  which  the  happiness,  or  mise- 
ry, of  yourself  and  innocent  offspring  de- 
pends ! 

Monroe,  during  the  nine  months  he  remain- 
ed in  the  West  Indies,  suffered  hardships  in- 
numerable, and  mortifications  the  most  pain- 
ful to  a  generous  spirit !  As  from  principle 
however,  Archibald  held  duels  in  detestation. 
and,  as  a  husband,  and  father,  he  particularly 
deemed  it  incumbent  on  him  to  gunrd  hi-  'n<\ 
-vhenever  his  duty  did  not  domain!  it  should  bo 
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exposed,  he  carefully  avoided  altercation,  and 
his  military  as  well  as  his  private  conduct  was 
irreproachable.  But  his  colonel,  who  was 
jealous  of  the  high  esteem  in  which  Monroe- 
was  held,  both  by  the  commander  and  the 
whole  garrison,  took  every  opportunity  to  send 
him  on  the  hardest  service.  Such  was  the 
base  revenge  of  a  little  mind  !  Monroe,  though 
he  was  aware  of  the  malignity  which  his  su- 
perior officer  bore  him,  was  too  dignified  of 
mind  either  to  retaliate  or  complain. 

Monroe,  however,  by  his  humanity  and  in- 
dignant sense  of  oppression,  was  involved  in  a 
quarrel  with  his  colonel,  who,  beside  having 
a  mean  and  envious  disposition,  was  cruel  to 
the  soldiers,  and  profligate  in  his  conduct,  an4 
Archibald  was  obliged,  against  his  conscience 
to  fight  a  duel. 

Bingley,  so  the  colonel  was  called,   had  atj- 
tempted  to  seduce  the  wife  of  a  Serjeant  of  th& 
regiment  to  which  he  belonged  :   the  woman 
was  pretty  but  virtuous,  and  rejected  his  vicious 
addresses   with  scorn.     That  was  sufficient  te 
inflame  a  man,  who    was  rancorous  and    re- 
vengeful of  temper,  against  the  husband,  and  he 
only  waited  for   a  favourable  opportunity  tc* 
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gratify  his  malignity.  Roberts,  the  serjeant, 
was  a  man  respected  by  his  officers,  and  belov- 
ed by  his  comrades  :  his  general  conduct  was 
excellent,  and  he  strictly  observed  his  military 
duty  ;  but  the  most  regular  and  well-behaved 
soldier  may,  at  some  time  or  other,  forget  him- 
self. Roberts,  at  the  christening  of  his  first 
child,  had  the  misfortune  to  get  intoxicated  (a 
thing  which  had  never  before  happened  to  him) 
and  being  aggravated  by  the  colonel's  insolent 
valet,  had  struck  the  man,  and  spoken  of  Bing- 
ley  himself  with  contempt.  The  colonel  eager- 
Jy  seized  this  favourable  opportunity  to  be  re- 
venged. He  took  advantage  of  the  comman- 
der's being  indisposed  to  call  a  court-martial, 
which  being  influenced  by  him,  notwithstand- 
ing the  generous  opposition  of  Monroe,  sen- 
tenced the  poor  man  to  receive  a  severe  flog- 
ging, which  Bingley  insisted  should  be  inflicted 
%lmost  immediately,  fearing,  if  the  sentence 
reached  the  ears  of  the  commander,  who  was 
confined  to  his  house  by  indisposition,  that  it 
would  be  revoked,  as  that  gentleman  was  no 
friend  to  barbarous  severity. 

Monroe,  when  the  sentence  was"  passed, 
thought  it  his  duty  to  seek  Colonel  Bingley, 
and  expostulate  with  him. 
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'*  Colonel,"  said  the  generous  Monroe,  who 
found  that  gentleman  on  the  parade,  **  I  come 
to  intercede  in  behalf  of  poor  Roberts,  whom,  I 
understand,  is  sentenced  to  a  severe  punish- 
ment for  a  trivial  offence." 

"  Sir,"  interrupted  Colonel  Bingley,  "  it  is  in 
vain  to  intercede  ;  the  man  shall  be  punished." 

"  Nay,  I  cannot  believe  that  you  will  persist, 
Sir,  in  your  determination,  when  I  remind  you 
that  the  whole  regiment  can  bear  witness  to 
his  general  good  conduct,  and  sobriety." 

"  I  must  beg,  Sir,"  answered  Bingley,  who, 
presuming  on  his  being  Monroe's  superior 
in  fortune,  and  military  rank,  affected  to  act 
the  man  of  importance,  and  assumed  a  haughty 
demeanour ;  "  I  must  beg,  Sir,  I  say,  that  you 
will  not  interfere  with  your  superior  officer ; 
that  is  a  liberty,  Captain  Monroe,  that  I  am  not 
disposed  to  suffer." 

"  Colonel  Bingley,"  replied  Monroe,  in  a 
dignified  manner,  but  with  temper.  "  when 
humanity  demands  that  I  should  speak,  1  nei- 
ther can  nor  will  be  silent.  The  man  has  al- 
ways been  punctual  to  his  duty  ;  he  is  generally 
respected  for  his  good  conduct,  and  this  is  his 
^rst  offence  :  it  is  but  trivial.  Pray  be  per- 

•ad&l,  and  pardon  Roberts." 


"  Sir,  I  say  your  interference  is  a  liberty 
that  i  shall  not  admit  of.  The  man  shall  be 
punished  1  an  insolent  idle  felloiv  !  I  know  him 
well !" 

*'  And  so  do  I,  Sir,"  replied  Monroe  ;  "  an^ 
I,  as  well  as  many  others,  know  too  the  cause 
of  the  enmity  you  bear  him  :  therefore,  if  you 
would  not  reflect  indelible  disgrace  on  your 
character,  revoke  your  sentence,  and  pardon 
Roberts." 

"  Sir,  I  am  not  to  be  threatened  out  of  my 
determination  ;  the  man  shall  be  punished.'" 

•'  Then  I,  Sir,''  continued  Monroe,  "  think 
it  my  duty  instantly  to  go  and  acquaint  the 
commander  with  this  flagrant  abuse  of  power."' 

"  Sir,  your  conduct  is  not  that  of  a  gentle- 
man," angrily  retorted  Colonel  Bingley,  :'  and 
I  shall  expect  you  this  evening,  at  seven  o'clock, 
with  pistols,  in  the  Palm-tree  Walk,  to  give 
me  satisfaction  for  this  treatment.  Provide 
yourself  with  a  second,  I  shall  bring  a  friend  ; 
and  so.  Sir,  I  wish  you  a  good  morning." 

Thus  speaking,  the  savage  Colonel  Binglej 
walked  "away,  to  brag  to  a  fellow  officer,  "  that 
he  had  challenged  Captain  Monroe,  whom  he 
hoped  to  shoot  through  the  head,  for  his  in 
*nnt  interference.1' 
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At  hearing  this  challenge,  the  soul  of  Mon- 
roe recoiled  :  he  pictured  to  himself  his  wife 
and  child  left  friendless,  to  struggle  in  a  hard 
world,  deprived  of  a  husband  and  father's  ten- 
der protection  :  in  imagination,  he  heheld  the 
distress  of  his  beloved  Agatha,  saw  her  helpless 
state,  and  heard  her  heart-rending  lamentations. 
Agony  shook  his  frame  ;  for  a  moment,  he  stood 
fixed  to  the  spot,  unable  to  move.  But  the 
eight  of  the  distracted  wife  of  Roberts,  who 
with  streaming  eyes  and  wringing  hands  vainly 
implored  her  husband's  pardon,  roused  him  at 
length  from  the  stupor  of  anguish.  He  made 
a  convulsive  effort,  and  hastened  to  the  house 
of  the  commander,  with  whom  he  was  on  terms 
of  friendship,  in  a  state  of  mind  which  can  bet- 
ter be  imagined  than  described. 

He  was  silent  on  the  subject  of  the  duel,  but 
he  spoke  warmly  in  behalf  of  the  poor  serjeant. 
The  commander,  who  was  a  humane  and  wor- 
thy man,  was  justly  indignant  at  the  barba- 
rity of  the  colonel,  and  immediately  dispatch- 
ed an  order  to  release  Roberts,  with  a  full  par- 
don. 

The  rage  of  the  malignant  Bingley  may 
easily  be  conceived,  as  well  as  the  gratitude 
F  2 
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and  joy  of  the  poor  Serjeant  and  his  wife,  who 
loaded  Monroe  with  benedictions.  Archibald, 
however,  who  saw  himself  obliged,  against  his 
principles,  to  fight  a  duel,  and  that  with  his 
superior  officer,  and  to  risk  the  loss  of  his  life, 
which,  for  the  sake  of  his  beloved  wife  and 
child,  he  was  anxious  to  preserve,  remained  in 
a  state  of  mind  worthy  of  pity.  If  he  did  not 
meet  the  ferocious  colonel,  his  honour  would 
be  irrevocably  lost ;  and  though  honour,  such 
as  men  had  adopted,  was  a  false  and  vicious 
principle,  he  must  submit  to  the  tyranny  of 
custom. 

Monroe,  however,  did  not  suffer  his  mental 
anguish  to  incapacitate  him  from  taking  the  ne- 
cessary precautions  for  the  welfare  of  his  little 
family,  in  case  he  should  be  killed  in  the  duel. 
He  wrote  short  but  precise  directions  with  re- 
spect to  the  transmitting  of  the  property  he  had 
with  him  to  bis  wife.  With  a  soul,  harrowed 
by  connubial  and  paternal  affection,  he  wrote  a 
letter,  to  be  sent  in  case  of  his  death  to  his  ex- 
cellent uncle,  whom  he  revered  as  a  father,  and 
whose  zealous  affection  he  had  through  life  ex- 
perienced. In  this  letter  Monroe  conjured 
Mr.  Strathmore  to  be  the  guardian  of  his  child, 
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and  to  protect  his  widowed  Agatha  if  she  fol- 
lowed her  son  to  India. 

He  likewise  wrote  to  his  beloved  Agatha,  for 
whose  future  fate  he  trembled,  knowing  the  in- 
dolence of  her  mind  and  habits,  her  total  igno- 
rance of  the  world,  and  the  pernicious  influ- 
ence which  the  continual  reading  of  novels 
and  romances  that  had  neither  common  sense 
iior  dignity  of  feeling  to  recommend  them,  must 
have  on  her  actions,  when  under  no  salutary 
restraint :  for  though  Monroe  tenderly  loved 
his  wife,  and  he  was  by  no  means  severe,  he 
felt  that  his  superior  mind  gave  him  the  right 
to  direct ;  indeed,  Agatha  was  like  a  child,  who 
could  not  actor  think  for  herself.  She  would, 
consequently,  be  at  the  mercy  of  every  artful 
person,  who,  as  she  had  uncommon  beauty, 
when  they  saw  she  had  no  husband  or  relation 
to  detect  or  resent  their  unprincipled  conduct, 
and  that  her  mind  was  weak,  would  think  her 
a  fit  object  for  their  licentious  pursuits. 

As  the  letter  which  he  wrote  to  Agatha  may 
interest  those  who  sympathize  in  the  feelings 
of  the  tender  and  dignified  Monroe,  I  shall  in- 
sert it.  The  following  were  it*  contents  : 
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"  Tfie  Island  of  **,  17**, 
"Oh,  Agatha,  my  heart  is  torn  by  contend- 
ing passsions  !  Perhaps  it  is  for  the  last  time 
that  I  write  to  my  beloved  wife  !  The  last  time  ? 
Oh,  Agatha  !  Shall  I  never  again  press  you  to 
my  throbbing  heart  5  Never  again  fold  in  my 
arms  the  dear  pledge  of  our  love  ! — My  mind 
is  so  distracted  that  I  do  not  make  myself  inteK. 
ligible.  I  have  just  received  a  challenge  :  this 
evening  I  must  either  meet  a  man  I  despise,  or  be 
stigmatized  a  coward  !  In  three  short  hours  per- 
haps 1  may  be  numbered  among  the  dead  !  Our 
child  will  be  left  fatherless,  and  you,  my  Agatha, 
will  be  thrown  on  a  dangerous  world,  without 
protection  !  Oh  God  !  The  thought  is  agony  '. 
Why  cannot  I  brave  the  tyranny  of  custom  1 
The  unjust  contempt  of  the  world  !  Must  I  sa- 
crifice my  helpless  child,  and  my  beloved  wife, 
to  that  false  honour,  which  is  equally  condemn- 
ed by  morality  and  the  law  ?  Were  I  alone  to 
suffer,  by  refusing  wantonly  to  expose  a  life 
which  I  owe  my  country,  I  would  meet  the 
consequences,  and  my  internal  feelings  would 
atone  for  the  injustice  of  the  world  :  but  the 
dishonour  I  should  incur  would  reflect  on  those 
dearest  to  me,  nay,  do  them,  perhaps,  irrepu- 
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rable  injury !  My  dear  boy  would  grow  up  to 
be  reproached  with  his  father's  infamy,  my  be- 
loved Agatha  wmild  be  pointed  at  as  the  wife 
of  a  coward!  Death  itself  were  Y>referable  to 
disgrace  like  this ! — Yet  when  I  think  that, 
should  I  fall,  you  will  be  left,  beautiful  and  in- 
experienced as  you  are,  with  your  imagination 
filled  with  false  and  romantic  pictures  of  life, 
without  a  friend  to  protect  you,  and  without 
having  that  mental  activity  and  fortitude  which 
in  themselves  would  be  the  best  of  protections, 
when  I  recollect  my  dear  boy,  who  will  need 
a  father's  experience  and  vigilance  to  direct 
his  youth,  I  am  distracted  !  If  my  dear  and  re- 
spected uncle  were  in  England  I  should  die, 
consoled,  for  he  would  protect  my  Agatha,  and 
be  a  father  to  our  child. 

"  Oh,  Agatha,  by  the  dear  affection  I  have 
ever  borne  you,  by  every  tender  and  sacred 
tie,  I  conjure  you  to  observe  my  last  and  so- 
lemn request !  (for  when  you  receive  this  let- 
ter I  shall  no  longer  be  among  the  living.) 

'•  I  shall  write  to  my  uncle,  and  bequeath 
our  Archibald  to  his  generous  care,  as  soon  as 
his  tender  infancy  will  allow  of  his  taking  so 
?.on<j  a  voyage  ;  till  then  my  heart  assures  me 
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that  you  will  persevere  in  fulfilling  those  ma- 
ternal duties,  of  which  I  am  persuaded  you  now 
feel  the  importance.  Oh,  Agatha!  When  we 
parted  I  left  you  with  a  heart  wrung  with  an- 
guish !  To  tear  myself  from  your  arms  and  the 
dear  pledge  of  our  love  inflicted  a  pang  as  great 
as  that  I  at  this  moment  feel — yet,  I  sacrificed 
the  feelings  of  the  father  and  the  husband  to 
my  tender  anxiety  for  your  health  in  this  fever- 
ish country  :  but  the  same  danger  does  not  at- 
tach itself  to  the  climate  of  India  ;  the  voyage, 
by  rousing  you  to  some  degree  of  exertion, 
would,  in  all  probability,  strengthen  your  frame. 
Need  I  conjure  you  not  to  abandon  your  child, 
or  remain  in  England  unprotected,  and  exposed 
to  dangers  which  it  makes  me  shudder  but  to 
surmise  ?  Will  not  you  shake  off  that  destruc- 
tive indolence,  in  which  you  have  too  long  in- 
dulged, at  the  dying  request  of  a  husband, 
whose  heart  is  wrung  with  excruciating  fears 
and  agonizing  tenderness  ? — Oh  yes  !  I  should 
wrong  both  your  maternal  affection,  and  the 
love  you  bear  me,  were  I  to  doubt  of  your 
compliance  J.  I  shall  die  at  peace  !  You,  my 
Agatha,  will  find  a  kind  protector  in  my  uncle, 
and  a  fiend  who  will  aid  to  console  you  for 
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my  loss  !  My  child  will  gain  a  second  father ! 
With  my  parting  breath  I  shall  invoke  bless- 
ings on  your  heads  !  Could  I  but  once  more 
press  you  to  this  anxious  .heart,  and  breathe 
my  last  in  your  dear  arms  ! — The  wish  is  bar- 
barous !  Oh,  may  my  Agatha  be  spared  every 
bitter  pang !  May  she  never  feel  the  agony 
which  now  convulses  this  frame  !  Agatha !  I 
feel  my  blood  run  cold — my  shaking  hand  re- 
fuses to  write  farewell  for  ever ! ! 

"  Your  ever  devoted, 

"  but  half  distracted 
"  MONROE." 

As  the  letter  to  Mr.  Strathmore  only  con- 
tained a  repetition  of  the  excruciating  fears  and 
manly  tenderness,  which  harrowed  the  soul  of 
the  agonized  Monroe,  I  shall  not  lay  it  before 
the  reader.  Both  these  letters  Archibald  di- 
rected and  sealed  with  black,  leaving  them  in 
the  care  of  the  friend  who  was  to  be  his  second, 
and  whom  he  begged  to  send  them,  if  he  should 
be  killed,  enclosed  in  a  letter  from  himself,  ac- 
quainting Agatha  and  Mr.  StrathmorG  with  the 
particulars  of  hi*  death. 


72  THE    VICTIMS 

He  then  repaired  to  the  place  of  rendezvous 
a  little  before  the  appointed  hour,  with  a  heart 
wrung  by  conjug.il  and  paternal  tenderness,  tak- 
ing his  friend  with  him. 

Colonel  Bingley,  inflamed  with  rancour,  and 
eager  to  satiate  his  vengeance  in  blood,  was  al- 
ready there  with  a  fellow  officer.  He  fired  the 
first,  and  slightly  wounded  3Ionroe  in  the  shoul- 
der. Monroe,  who  shrunk  with  horror  from 
having  deliberate  murder  OH  his  conscience, 
fired  his  pistol  in  the  air.  This  generous  and 
unexpected  forbearance  even  moved  the  cruel 
revengeful  Bingley  ;  the  seconds  proposed  an 
accommodation,  which  both  parties  accepted. 

At  the  moment  of  reconciliation,  Monroe  and 
his  adversary  were  put  under  arrest,  but  they 
were  almost  immediately  released.  It  was 
known  that  Monroe  had  not  given  the  chal- 
lenge, and  his  humanity,  generous  forbearance, 
and  contempt  of  personal  danger  were  loudly 
applauded  by  the  whole  garrison.  The  com- 
mander loudly  joined  in  the  public  voice,  and 
reprimanded  Bingley.  This  envious  and  sav- 
age officer,  as  long  as  Monroe  remained  in  the 
island,  awed  by  his  superior  virtues,  treated 
Archibald  with  respect,  and  took  care  to  con- 
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eeal  the  envy  which  still  rankled  in  his  breast. 
He  was  indeed,  soon  after  this  affair,  again  in- 
debted to  Monroe  for  his  life,  in  a  battle  which 
took  place. 

Monroe  soon  recovered  from  the  slight 
wound  he  had  received,  the  letters  he  had 
written  to  his  wife  and  uncle  were  not  sent,  and 
he  returned  fervent  thanks  to  Heaven  that  his 
life  had  been  thus  providentially  preserved,  for 
his  dear  Agatha  and  their  helpless  infant. 
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CHAPTER   VII. 

MONROE  lived  with  strict  economy,  as  much 
from  principle  as  for  the  sake  of  his  wife  and 
child  j  but  his  heart  was  no  less  generous  than 
humane,  and  though  he  husbanded  his  income, 
he  never  denied  that  relief  which  he  could  af- 
ford to  real  distress  without  doing  material  in- 
jury to  his  family.  He  would  rather  suffer 
personal  inconvenience,  than  forbear  to  aid  the 
worthy. 

The  following  instance  of  his  generous  self- 
denial,  and  disinterested  benevolence,  will  not, 
1  hope,  be  unpleasing  to  the  reader. 

The  owner  of  a  small  plantation,  near  the 
place  wheie  Monroe  happened  to  be  encamped 
with  a  detachment  of  troops,  by  heavy  and  un- 
expected losses  was  driven  to  the  brink  of  ruin. 
He  was  an  honest  worthy  man,  humane  to  his 
slaves,  kind  to  his  neighbours,  and  an  excellent 
husband  and  father.  He  had  a  wife  and  five 
young  children  ;  and,  through  the  hard-hearted 
avarice  of  a  creditor,  a  wealthy  planter.  t-> 
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whom  he  owed  two  thousand  pounds,  he  savp 
himself  on  the  point  of  being  dragged  to  prison, 
and  his  wife  and  helpless  children  driven  from 
their  home,  without  the  means  of  subsistence. 

This  man,  whose  name  was  Dalby,  was  a 
new  settler  ;  he  was  an  Englishman,  and  had 
once  been  a  rich  London  tradesman  ;  but  hav- 
ing met  with  great  vexations  and  losses,  he  had 
embarked  with  the  wreck  of  his  fortune,  to 
purchase  a  small  plantation  in  the  island  where 
Monroe  was  stationed.  For  the  first  three  or 
four  years,  b}r  unremitting  industry  and  active 
intelligence,  his  affairs  had  prospered  beyond 
his  hopes  ;  but  violent  hurricanes,  for  two  suc- 
ceeding years,  which  destroyed  his  crops  and 
did  considerable  damage  to  the  plantation,  threw 
him  into  difficulties,  which  were  increased  by 
the  dishonesty  of  a  man  with  whom  he  trans- 
acted business,  till  he  was  driven  at  length  to 
the  distress  I  have  described. 

This  man  was  only  known  by  reputation  to 
Monroe  ;  but  the  intelligence  of  his  mifortunes 
and  impending  ruin  soon  reached  that  gentle- 
man's ear.  Monroe  had  heard  Mr.  Dalby  men- 
tioned in  terms  of  high  esteem,  and  respect, 
by  persons  in  whose  judgment  he  could  place 
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confidence.  Every  one  pitied  Dalby,  and 
blamed  his  hard-hearted  creditor,  yet  those 
who  had  it  in  their  power,  having  too  many 
false  wants  of  their  own  to  supply,  did  not 
generously  come  forward  to  his  relief. 

Monroe  had  money  and  credit  at  his  com- 
mand, but  to  risk  them  at  that  time  might  put 
him  to  great  personal  inconvenience  ;  and  it 
was  beside  uncertain  if  it  would  be  in  the  pow- 
er of  Dalby  to  repay  him,  his  affairs  were  sup- 
posed to  be  in  so  desperate  a  condition  ;  but 
the  planter  was  allowed  by  all  to  be  a  worthy 
man  ;  a  prison  was  a  hateful  thing  ;  and  Dalby 
had  a  wife  and  young  family  who  would  be  in 
danger  of  starving,  if  they  were  robbed  of  the 
husband  and  father  from  whose  industry  and 
active  intelligence  they  had  hitherto  derived 
their  support.  Monroe,  with  a  delicacy  which 
did  honor  to  his  heart,  wrote  a  letter  to  honest 
Dalby,  in  which  he  professed  a  high  esteem  for 
the  planter's  character,  expressed  a  desire  to 
cultivate  his  friendship,  apologized  for  the  liber- 
ty he  took,  and,  saying  that  he  only  did  what  he 
he  held  to  be  an  act  of  duty,  begged  that  he 
would  suffer  him,  as  a  friend,  to  advance  money, 
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•which  Dalby  might  return  when  his  affairs 
should  again  wear  a  prosperous  face,  and  be- 
come his  bail  for  the  remainder.  He  con- 
cluded the  letter  with  conjuring  the  planter  to 
ware  all  scruples,  which,  between  men  of  ho- 
nour, were  unnecessary,  and  permit  him  im- 
mediately to  wait  en  him  as  a  friend. 

The  messenger  Monroe  sent  was  desired  to 
wait  for  an  answer. 

When  Dalby,  who,  expecting  every  hour  to 
be  dragged  to  prison,  was  encircled  by  his 
weeping  family,  read  the  letter  of  the  generous 
Monroe,  tears  of  admiration  and  gratitude  forc- 
ed their  way  down  his  cheek. 

<{  Oh,  Sarah,"  said  the  worthy  planter, 
wildly  embracing  his  wife,  "  we  are  saved 
from  destruction  !  Read  this  letter  !  And  bless 
our  noble  benefactor  !  Oh,  my  dear  children, 
an  angel  has  snatched  you  from  beggary  and 
disgrace  !  Almighty  Providence,  thy  goodness 
never  slumbers !  The  vicious  only  need  des- 
pair, in  the  hour  of  adversity  ! 

The  wife  read  the  letter  which  brought 
them  aid  so  unexpected,  with  emotions  no  less 
rapturous  and  grateful  than  those  of  her  hus- 
band, and  invoked  benedictions  on  the  benevo- 
O2 
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lent  stranger.  Dalby,  with  a  heart  overflow- 
in-:  with  gratitude,  yet  too  agitated  to  express 
except  In  incoherent  sentences, 
wrote  a  short  note  in  answer,  which  he  sent  by 
Monroe's  servant. 

Monroe  immediately  hastened  to  the  worthy 
family,  and  in  their  fervent  gratitude,  and  al- 
most frantic  joy,  his  kind  and  generous  heart 
found  a  rich  reward.  The  personal  inconve- 
nience and  risk  he  suffered  became  a  source  of 
gratification  :  he  saved  the  honest  planter  from 
destruction,  and,  before  he  quitted  the  Island, 
M'j-iroe  h'id  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  Dalby's 
affairs  in  a  prosperous  way  :  Archibald  would 
not  suffer  him  to  return  the  sum  he  had  ad- 
vanced, which  would  have  put  the  planter  to 
great  inconvenience  ;  but  that  worthy  man 
forced  him  to  receive  bills  on  English  houses, 
which  were  duly  honored,  and  i:i  a  few  years. 
Dalby  acquired  a  fortune  sufficient  to  content 
his  moderate  desires,  and  honorably  m  tintain 
.ily.  i  he  memory  of  their  noble  friend 
never  died,  and  Monroe  was  remembered  with 
esteem  and  ,jtepect  by  the  whole  i-l.r-.d. 

V»  msisj  now  inquire  inio  tlio  military  ca- 
reer of  the  amiable  Monroe,  winch  gained 
him  no  lets  reputation  than  his  private  virtues. 
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About  seven  months  after  his  arrival  in  the 
island,  it  was  invaded  by  the  enemy  ;  •  but,  in 
a  decisive  engagement,  the  invaders  were  to- 
tally routed.  Monroe  behaved  with  uncom- 
mon gallantry ;  he  saved  the  life  of  his  colo- 
nel, displayed  no  less  presence  of  mind  than 
courage,  set  an  example  of  humanity  to  his 
soldiers,  and  fortunately  escaped  with  a  slight 
wound.  The  whole  army  bore  testimony  to 
his  gallant  conduct,  and  the  commander  made 
honorable  mention  of  Monroe  in  his  dispatches, 
and  promoted  him  to  the  rank  of  major. 

The  health  of  Monroe,  however,  was  inju- 
red by  the  climate,  and  the  hardships  he  un- 
derwent. A  few  months  after  the  enemy  had 
been  driven  from  the  island,  he  was  attacked 
by  the  yellow  fever,  and  had  nearly  sunk  un- 
der its  violence  ;  but,  alas,  he  was  reserved 
for  sufferings  more  fatal.  He  slowly  recover- 
ed, and  as  the  island  was  now  in  perfect  secu- 
rity, he  obtained  a  furlough,  to  return  for  a 
certain  time  to  England,  for  the  re-establish- 
ment of  his  health. 

Monroe  hoped,  when  in  England,  to  obtain 
an  exchange  into  a  regiment  which  might  be 
stationed  in  some  part  of  Great  Britain,  wher? 
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he  could  take  his  wife  and  child.  That  he 
might  agreeably  surprise  his  beloved  Agatha, 
whose  letters  had  led  him  to  expect  that  all 
was  right  at  home,  he  would  not  prepare  her 
for  his  sudden  return.  He  pictured  to  himself 
her  surprise,  her  delight,  the  maternal  pride 
with  which  she  would  present  their  little  Ar 
chihald,  who  no  doubt  must  be  a  fine  robust 
little  fellow,  and  whose  cherub  smiles  would 
make  him  forget  all  the  hardships  and  sorrows 
he  had  undergone,  while  separated  from  his 
beloved  little  family,  and  that  happy  home  in 
which  his  whole  heart  was  centered.  When 
he  had  written  to  England,  he  had  forborne  to 
speak  of  his  difficulties,  hard  service,  and  ill 
health ;  he  feared  to  make  his  Agatha  unhap- 
py. He  hoped,  at  the  cheerful  breakfast  ta- 
ble, with  his  dear  little  boy  on  his  knee,  and 
his  wife  by  his  side,  to  recount  his  former 
sufferings,  rejoice  in  his  present  felicity,  and 
form  pleasing  prospects  for  the  future.  De- 
ceitful hope  !  How  often  do  thy  flattering  illu- 
sions picture  a  delightful  path,  and  conceal  the 
dreadful  precipice  to  which  it  leads  ! 

With  these  golden,  and,  alas,  false  dreams, 
the  tender  and  enthusiastic  3!onroe  sailed  for 
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England  :  while  he  is  on  his  voyage,  let  us  in- 
quire after  the  wife  and  child  he  is  so  anxious 
again  to  fold  in  his  arms,  and  clasp  to  his  manly 
heart.  Let  us  ask,  what  will  be  the  feelings 
of  the  wife,  on  whose  maternal  tenderness  he 
implicitly  relies,  and  whether  she  can  present 
her  child,  with  a  mother's  fond  pride,  to  the 
husband  to  whom  she  pledged  her  solemn  pro- 
mise that  she  would  watch  tver  her  charge 
with  vigilant  affection  ? 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

THE  little  Archibald  under  the  care  of  Nan 
ny,  was  sent  by  the  indolent  mother  to  Rich 
mond,  for  three  or  four  months,  to  regain  hi* 
strength  and  health.  Instead  of  Agatha's  go- 
ing in  person  to  visit  the  boy,  that  she  might 
be  certain  he  was  properly  treated,  Nanny 
was  to  bring  him  twice  a  week  to  town.  Aga- 
tha, too  indolent  herself  to  watch  over  the 
health  and  safety  of  her  child,  expected  that  a 
hired  nurse  would  have  the  watchful  anxiety 
of  a  good  mother. 

For  the  first  eight  weeks,  Archibald  was  re- 
gularly brought  to  his  mother,  who,  though  the 
child  continued  ricketty  and  ill,  was  persuaded, 
by  the  artful  nursery-maid,  that  he  was  taken 
excellent  care  of,  and  that  time  was  only  want- 
ing to  make  him  quite  well.  But  Nanny  form- 
ed acquaintance  among  the  idle  servants  of  the 
gentlemen's  families,  who  had  their  summer 
residence  at  Richmond,  and  soon  grew  tired  of 
going  backward  and  forward  to  London.  She 
complained  to  her  mistress  that  "  Master  Ar- 
chibald always  fretted,  after  having  been  home, 
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which  made  him  ill  j  and  that,  if  his  mother- 
wished  him  to  grow  strong  and  healthy,  she 
must  forbear  entirely  from  seeing  the  child, 
till  he  returned  home  for  good  and  all. 

Agatha,  who  from  a  child  had  never  taken 
the  trouble  to  think  or  decide  for  herself,  suf- 
fered Nanny  as  usual,  to  direct  her,  and  more 
than  six  weeks  elapsed  without  her  seeing  lit- 
tle Archibald.  Nanny  wrote,  from  time  to 
time,  to  say  that  her  charge  was  gradually 
gaining  strength,  and  that  another  month  or  two 
would  no  doubt  bring  him  round.  Nanny,  who 
amused  herself  to  her  heart's  content,  had  no 
wish  to  quit  Richmond,  before  her  new  ac- 
quaintance should  return  to  town. 

Such  acquaintance,  as  h  may  be  supposed, 
did  the  girl  no  good,  and  poor  little  Archibald 
was  more  than  ever  neglected  :  instead  of 
gaining  health  and  strength,  he  daily  grew 
more  weak  of  constitution  and  body.  The 
woman  of  the  house,  who  was  described  by 
Nanny  to  be  so  fond  of  children,  like  many  fool- 
ish people,  would  let  them  eat  to  excess,  and 
of  whatever  they  liked,  and  would  give  them: 
any  thing  which  they  cried  for  ;  but  she  would 
*ot  in  the  least  put  herself  out  of  her  way.  to 
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keep  them  from  mischief,  or  pay  them  the  ne- 
cessary attention. 

For  three  months,  Archibald,  though  fre- 
quently hurt  through  the  carelessness  of  his 
nurse,  who  suffered  him  to  play  with  any  thing, 
however  improper,  that  lay  in  his  way,  by 
miracle  escaped  any  serious  injury  ;  and  Nan- 
ny, like  those  silly  people  who  think  because 
an  accident  has  never  yet  happened  that  it 
never  will  happen,  trusting  to  chance,  instead 
of  her  own  careful  attention,  took  it  for  grant- 
ed that  no  harm  would  befall  the  child.  As  to 
his  health,  "  he  was  naturally  sickly,  she  was 
sure  ;  and  all  the  care  and  pains  in  the  world 
could  not  make  him  otherwise.  If  her  mis- 
tress, when  she  saw  the  child,  should  be  dis- 
satisfied, she  could  not  help  it ;  she  had  done 
her  best  :  if  his  own  mother  could  not  make 
him  well,  how  could  she  ?  Beside,  her  ac- 
quaintance had  promised  to  get  her  a  place,  of 
lady's  maid  in  some  great  family,  when  she  re- 
turned to  London  ;  so  it  mattered  little  whether 
her  mistress  were  pleased  or  not.  ' 

Oh,  ye  thoughtless  mothers,  shudder  thus  to 
abandon  your  offspring  to  mercenary  hirelings  ! 
Reflect  on  consequences  before  you  forego  one 
of  the  sweetest  and  mo?t  sacred  of  duties.  Pic- 


ture  to  yourselves  the  injury,  mental  and  bodi- 
ly, to  which  you  expose  helpless  innocents, 
whose  health  and  moral  habits  it  is  your  duty  to 
watch  over  with  vigilant  tenderness,  whose 
future  misery  or  happiness  depends  on  you  ! 
Let  them  not  have  cause  hereafter  to  accuse 
you  as  the  authors  of  their  feeble  health  or 
moral  vices  1 

Agatha,  in  the  mean  while,  sunk  into  the 
apathy  of  indolence,  arid  daily  more  and  more 
enervated  by  the  pernicious  reading  of  novels 
and  romances,  which  frequently  had  not  the 
merit  of  imagination  to  recommend  them  ;  for 
those  excellent  novels  which  inculcate  pure 
morality,  or  give  an  animated  picture  of  life, 
and  censure  its  follies,  are  few,  and  she  had 
not  the  habit  of  selecting  ;  Agatha,  I  say,  lit- 
tle foresaw  the  dreadful  calamity  which  await- 
ed to  rouse  her  from  lethargic  apathy  to  fran- 
tic anguish  and  excruciating  remorse  ! 

The  gallant  conduct  and  promotion  of  Mon- 
roe had  reached  her  ears,  as  well  through 
the  public  papers  as  from  the  letters  of  that 
tender  and  deserving  husband.  She  felt  on 
the  occasion,  as  the  heroines  of  romance  are 
described  to  feel  ;  her  joy  was  irrational, 
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and  the  letters  of  her  beloved  husband  were 
read  with  romantic  transport,  but  the  excel- 
lent advice  they  contained  was  in  a  week  for- 
gotten. 

The  crisis  of  Agatha's  fate  now  approached. 
One  afternoon,  as  that  lady  was  sitting  in  the 
drawing- room,  on  the  sopha,  reading,  as  usual, 
some  foolish  romance,  a  post-chaise  stopt  at 
the  door,  and  a  loud  rap  was  heard. 

"  GoodHeaveos  !  Who  can  it  be  ?"  exclaim- 
ed Agatha,  alarmed  by  the  loudness  of  the  rap, 
and  going  slowly  to  the  window  to  look. 

The  chaise  door  flew  open,  and  Monroe,  the 
husband  she  supposed  so  far  off,  and  whom  at 
this  moment  she  justly  dreaded  to  see,  alight- 
ed :  she  caught  his  eye,  his  arms  instinctively 
spread  open  as  if  to  receive  his  beloved  wife. 
Almost  fainting,  and  shrinking  with  convulsive 
terror,  Agatha  leaned  against  the  wainscoat ; 
her  limbs  were  rivetted  to  the  spot !  instead  oi" 
flying  to  welcome  the  dear  husband,  who  had 
so  long  been  absent,  who  deserved  her  tender- 
est  affection,  and  whom,  but  for  the  conscious- 
ness of  having  disobeyed  his  solemn  injunc- 
tions, and  broken  a  promise  which  ought  to 
have  been  held  sacred,  she  would  have  met- 
with  ttansport,  Agatha  stood,  conscience  struck. 
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Distracted  what  to  say  or  do,  and  trembled  vio- 
lently as  she  heard  his  footsteps.  The  door 
was  thrown  open  !  Monroe  eagerly  rushed  in  ! 
Still,  Agatha,  self-condemned,  and  fearing  to 
meet  the*  husband  she  adored,  had  not  the 
power  to  move.  A  flood  of  tears  gave  some 
relief  to  her  oppressed  heart.  The  tender 
Monroe,  who  attributed  her  agitation  and  tears 
to  a  very  different  cause,  flew  to  his  wife, 
caught  her  in  his  arms,  and  pressed  her  again 
and  again  to  his  heart. 

"  Agatha,  dearest  Agatha,"  said  he,  "  par- 
don your  Archibald  for  coming  thus  unexpect- 
edly upon  you  !  I  see  I  was  wrong,  but  I  could 
not  resist  the  pleasure  of  giving  you  an  agree- 
able surprise. .  I  fear,  my  love,  it  has  been  too 
sudden,  and  that  you  are  overcome.  I  shall 
never  forgive  myself,  if  I  have  exposed  your 
delicate  frame  to  too  great  a  shock.  Compose 
yourself,  dearest  Agatha,"  continued  the  fond 
husband,  leading  her  to  the  sopha,  "  and  tell 
me  where  is  our  sweet  boy  ?  From  the  flatter- 
ing accounts  you  have  given  me  of  him,  in  your 
letters,  he  is  no  doubt  by  this  time  a  little  Her- 
cules. You  see,  I  am  not  quite  so  healthy  as 
when  I  left  you.  I  have  suffered  much,  but 
my  sufferings  will  be  more  than  repaid,  when 
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I  am  se^Jed  by  my  Agatha's  side,  and  have  our 
smiling  little  fellow  on  my  knee  !  Hmv  unjust 
was  I  a  moment  to  doubt  the  heart  of  a  mo- 
ther !  Oh,  take  compassion  on  my  impatience, 
and  let  Archibald  be  brought  to  me,  if  he  be 
at  home.  This,  I  feel,  is  the  happiest  moment 
of  my  life." 

Wofully  deceived,  and  too  confiding  husband, 
what  bitter  pangs  await  thee  ! 

Every  word  Monroe  uttered  was  a  dagger  to 
•the  self-condemned  mother  :  the  praise  he  so 
warmly  bestowed,  seemed  to  aggravate  her 
guilt :  how  could  she  inform  her  husband  that 
she  had  sent  her  child  away  from  her,  that  he 
was  in  a  sickly  state  of  health,  and  that  she 
had  not  seen  him  for  six  weeks  or  more  ?  She 
at  length  collected  a  sort  of  desperate  courage, 
and  said,  in  as  firm  a  tone  of  voice  as  she  could 
command  : 

"  Archibald  is  in  the  country." 

"  Is  in  the  country !"  exclaimed  Monroe,  in 
a  tone  of  astonishment.  "  Oh,  gone  to  some 
friend  for  a  day's  pleasure  ;  but  I  suppose  he 
will  soon  be  at  home,  for  evening  draws  on 
apace,  and  you  would  hnrdly  let  him  stay  out 
all  nig;ht,  without  you  were  with  him.  1  must 
have  a  little  patience.  But  why,  my  love,  de 
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you  look  disturbed  ?"  [Monroe's  former  fears 
were  suddenly  awakened  by  the  visible  agita- 
tion of  his  wife,  who  scarcely  dared  to  raise 
her  eyes,  which  the  first  transports  of  their 
meeting  had  not  permitted  him  to  remark,  but 
which  now  began  to  create  serious  alarm.] 
"  Surely,  nothing  is  amiss  ?  The  child  is  per- 
fectly safe  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,"  replied  Agatha  in  a  tremulous 
voice,  "  but  he  has  not  for  some  time  past 
been  well,  and  he  is  at  Richmond  with  Nanny, 
who  says,  that  in  another  month  or  two,  he  will 
be  quite  strong.  He  fretted  so  much  for  me, 
after  being  brought  by  his  nursery  maid  to 
town,  that  we  judged  it  prudent  to  let  him 
stay  entirely  at  Richmond,  till  he  should  be 
quite  well." 

The  countenance  of  Monroe,  pale  with  re- 
cent sickness,  was  instantly  flushed  with  indig- 
nation :  he  let  go  the  hand  of  Agatha,  which 
he  held,  and  rose  angry  and  agitated  ; 

"  My  child  ill,  and  deserted  by  its  mother ! 
Is  this,  madam,"  continued  Monroe,  turning 
to  the  trembling  Agatha,  while  his  expressive 
eyes  sparkled  indignantly,  "  is  this  the  solemn 
nromiso  you  made  me  ?  Could  you  deceive  me 
H  2 
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into  dangerous  security,  arid  express  the  feel- 
ings of  a  mother,  while  you  were  acting  with 
less  love  toward  your  offspring  than  the  brute 
creation,  which  do  not  leave  their  young  till 
they  can  take  care  of  themselves  ?  Shame  up- 
on such  affected  sensibility,  such  odious  deceit ! 
If  you  were  destitute  of  feeling,  why  make 
me  believe  you  had  the  heart  of  a  mother  ? 
My  poor  boy  !  Had  I  been  in  the  situation  of 
thy  mother,  I  would  not  have  abandoned  thee 
to  the  mercy  of  strangers  !  1  would  have  for- 
gone every  pleasure,  to  have  watched  over 
the  health  and  safety  of  my  child.  Oh,  God  ! 
do  I  return  to  find  thee  more  neglected,  per- 
haps, than  my  worst  alafms  suggest !  To  see 
thee,  probably,  robbed  for  life  of  those  inva- 
luable blessings,  which  health  and  active 
strength  bestow  ?  And  is  it  thy  mother,  whose 
unnatural  neglect  has  entailed  the  curse  of  di* 
ease  on  thee  ?" 

^  Agatha,  cut  to  the  soul  by  the  passionate  re- 
proaches of  her  deeply  offended  husband,  yet 
conscious  they  were  but  too  just,  answered 
only  with  her  tears.  Monroe,  walking  to  and 
fro  with  a  perturbed  step  and  a  mind  still  more 
agitated,  perceived  the  book  Agatha  had  been 
reading  lying  open  upon  a  table  :  he  took  j». 
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read  the  title,  and,  indignantly  dashing  it  on  the 
ground,  thus  continued  to  give  vent  to  the  an- 
guish of  his  heart  : 

"  So,  is  it  for  trash,  like  this,  that  your  Ar- 
chibald is  abandoned !  Instead  of  reading  mo- 
ral books,  that  would  teach  you  your  duty,  or 
such  as  would  store  your  mind  with  useful 
knowledge,  you  deprave  your  understanding 
with  pernicious  works,  without  the  shadow  of 
merit  or  originality,  which  shut  your  heart 
against  true  feeling,  to  nurture  false  enervat-*' 
ing  sensibility  1  After  suffering  hardships  and 
dangers  innumerable,  and  lying  on  a  lingering 
bed  of  sickness,  while  my  whole  soul  was  de- 
voted to  my  wife  and  child,  I  return  to  find  my 
glowing  hopes  disappointed,  my  domestic  peace 
destroyed,  and  my  child  abandoned  by  the  wo- 
man I  loved  with  unceasing  fondness,  on  whose 
affection  and  solemn  promise  I  blindly  relied ! 
Where  is  my  child  ?  Tell  me  where  to  find 
him !  I  will  not  sleep  till  I  have  seen  him ! 
Though  his  mother  has  deserted  him,  he  shall 
find  he  has  still  a  father !  Tell  me  where  to 
find  him,"  repeated  Monroe,  passionately. 

Agatha,  drowned  in  tears,  was  about  to  re"- 
ply,  when  the  door  was  hastily  opened  by  the 
t,  who,  with  consternation  and  alarm  on 
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her  face,  told  her  mistress  that  a  man  from 
Richmond  wanted  to  ^peak  with  her,  about 
Master  Archibald,  and  some  acccident. 

Agatha,  ready  to  sink  with  terror,  was  go- 
ing to  follow  the  girl ;  but  Monroe,  in  a  voice 
which  made  both  the  maid  and  mistress  trem- 
ble, commanded  his  wife  to  remain  where  she 
was,  and  desired  the  man  might  be  sent  up 
Stairs. 

How  dreadful  were  the  feelings  which  agi- 
tated the  wretched  Monroe,  and  the  trembling 
Agatha  !  but  those  of  the  self-condemned  mo- 
ther were  the  most  agonizing  :  they  approach- 
ed to  phrenzy  !  She  stood  panting  with  horrid 
suspence !  Her  husband,  no  less  alarmed,  pale 
as  death,  his  mind  distracted,  his  heart  ago- 
nized, threw  himself  on  the  sopha,  and  struck 
his  burning  forehead  with  violence  :  his  teeth 
gnashed,  and  there  was  a  terrific  incoherence 
in  his  eye. 

When  the  man  came,  Monroe,  starting  up 
wildly,  desired  him  to  speak  the  worst  at  once, 
and  not  to  keep  them  in  suspence. 

The  man  who  lived  in  the  house  where 
Nanny  and  the  child  boarded,  then  informed 
the  distracted  parents  that  "  little  Archibald, 
that  morning,  being  left  by  his  nursery  maid  in 
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a  hurry,  sitting  at  an  open  window,  in  a  room 
three  stories  high,  had  climbed  up,  leaned  too 
far  over,  fallen  out  and  been  killed  on  the  spot ; 
that  Nnnny  frightened  to  death,  almost  imme- 
diately after,  took  away  her  clothes,  left  the 
house,  and  that  he  was  sent  by  the  proprietor 
to  inform  Mrs.  Blonroe  of  the  shocking  ac- 
cident." 

At  this  dreadful  intelligence,  Monroe,  in  a 
paroxysm  of  agony,  yet  terrified  at  beholding 
the  anguish  of  his  still  beloved  wife,  who  stood 
in  a  stupor  of  horror,  her  intellects  wander- 
ing, exclaimed, 

"  Agatha,  you  have  broken  my  heart !  But 
you  are  sufficiently  punished !  Your  husband 
forgives  you  !" 

Alas,  Agatha  was  no  longer  in  a  condition  to 
receive  consolation  from  the  generous  husband, 
who,  agonized  as  his  feelings  were,  still  felt 
compassion  for  the  wretched  being  who  had 
been  the  source  of  his  misery  :  her  mind  and 
frame  rendered  peculiarly  weak  by  the  fatal 
indulgence  of  indolence,  sunk  under  the 
fearful  conflict  :  she  fell,  senseless,  on  the 
floor ! !  ! 

When  the  wretched  mother  came  to  herself, 
phrenzy  seized  her ;  she  gave  a  piercing 
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shriek,  called  on  her  child,  on  her  husband 
whom  she  no  longer  knew,  though  he  hung 
over  her  with  agonizing  tenderness,  accused 
herself  of  being  a  murderess,  and  invoked  cur- 
ses on  her  head  !  She  at  length  grew  so  outra- 
geous that  she  was  forced  to  be  secured. 
Monroe,  himself,  in  a  state  of  mind  little  short 
of  distraction,  watched  day  and  night  by  the 
side  of  the  suffering  Agatha,  and  tried  by  every 
means  to  save  her  life  ;  but  his  tender  cares 
were  ineffectual  ;  she  was  seized  with  a 
brain  fever,  and,  after  suffering  excruciating 
agony  for  a  few  days,  expired  in  the  arms  of 
her  broken-hearted,  but  still  affectionate,  hus- 
band !  !  ! ! 

During  the  night  on  which  she  died,  her 
senses  returned  ;  and  she  had  the  melancholy 
consolation  of  knowing  that  her  errors  were 
forgiven,  and  that  she  was  still  beloved  by  the 
generous  and  noble-minded  Monroe. 

Such  are  the  dreadful  consequences  of  indo- 
lence ! 

The  wretched  husband,  on  the  death  of  his 
wife,  was  seized  with  a  violent  fever,  which 
threatened  to  be  fatal ;  but  his  youth,  and  the 
natural  strength  of  his  constitution,  again  snatch- 
ed him  from  the  grave.  On  his  recovery,  Mon- 


roe  did  not  return  to  the  West  Indies  ;  but, 
unable  to  endure  the  sight  of  places  and  ob- 
jects which  incessantly  reminded  him  of  the- 
dreadful  loss  he  had  sustained,  he  almost  imme- 
diately obtained  an  exchange  into  a  regiment 
that  was  going  to  embark  for  India.  He  ar- 
rived safe  in  that  country,  after  a  long  and  dan- 
gerous Vo}'age,  and  acted  so  as  to  gain  the 
friendship  and  esteem  both  of  the  English  and 
the  natives  who  often  experienced  his  generous 
and  humane  attentions. 

The  worthy  uncle,  Mr.  Strathmore  received 
his  valued  nephew  with  cordial  affection,  min- 
gled with  bitter  regret.  The  miserable  end  of 
the  wretched  Agatha  gave  him  sincere  concern, 
but  he  was  more  deeply  grieved  at  seeing  the 
afflicting  change  which  illness  and  domestic  mi- 
sery had  wrought  in  the  once  happy  and  ani- 
mated Monroe.  The  worthy  gentleman,  how- 
ever, was  suddenly  recalled  to  England,  soon 
after  his  nephew's  arrival,  and  did  not  again 
return  to  India. 

Monroe  spent  ten  3rears  in  active  virtue,  but 
he  could  never  forget  his  wife  and  child  ;  the 
recollection  of  former  felicity  preyed  upon  his 
heart,  and  would  not  suffer  him  to  be  happy., 
even  when  performing  the  sweet  duties  of 


96  THE    VICTIMS 

friendship  and  humanity.  The  cruel  disap- 
pointment he  had  met,  in  his  sanguine  hopes 
of  conjugal  happiness,  made  him  shrink  with 
terror  from  a  second  union.  He  spent  the  few 
years  he  survived  his  beloved  wife  in  the  con- 
scientious exercise  of  his  military  duty,  and  in 
the  practice  of  every  virtue,  beloved  and  re- 
spected by  the  good,  and  died  on  the  field  of  bat- 
tle, mortally  wounded,  at  the  taking  of  ******. 
His  last  words,  when  expiring  in  the  arms  of  a 
friend  and  fellow  officer,  were,  "  Death  is 
welcome  !  I  go  to  rejoin  Agatha  and  my 
child  !  ! !  !" 

Peace  to  thy  ashes,  amiable  but  too  enthusi- 
astic Monroe  !  May  thy  virtues  and  suffering* 
ever  live  in  the  memory,  to  guard  youth  against 
rash  enthusiasm  !  And  may  thy  wretched  fate, 
oh,  self-destroyed  Agatha,  be  a  timely  warning 
to  the  indolent !  May  :iidolence  and  rash  en- 
thusiasm be  treated  as  fatal  diseases,  which  de- 
mand prompt  and  vigorous  remedies !  And  may 
the  judicious  parent,  or  guardian,  who  expek 
them  in  their  birth,  be  justly  honoured,  and 
held  forth  to  imitation  ! 
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CHAPTER  I. 

NOTHING  is  more  conducive  to  female  hap- 
piness, or  more  certain  to  insure  the  affection 
of  those  with  whom  we  live,  than  a  yielding  for- 
bearing temper.  It  not  only  produces  that 
harmony  which  is  so  desirable  in  families,  but 
teaches  fortitude  and  patience  ;  two  qualities 
which  cannot  be  too  highly  estimated,  and 
which  young  women  cannot  too  assiduously 
cultivate. 

Julia  Marchmont,  a  young  lady  of  smaH 
fortune  but  excellent  sense,  and  the  most  amia- 
B  • 
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disposition,  had  the  happiness  to  be  educated 
by  parents  whose  minds  were  enlightened,  and 
whose  tender  cares  had  been  unremitting. 
Her  heart  and  reason  had  been  assiduously 
cultivated,  and  she  had  acquired  what  is  most 
engaging  in  woman,  a  yielding  temper  and  a 
spirit  of  forbearance,  which,  being  regulated  by 
an  excellent  understanding,  did  not  degenerate 
into  weakness.  Gentleness  and  forbearance  do 
not  necessarily  exclude  fortitude,  or  the  power 
of  thinking  and  acting  for  yourself,  in  cases  of 
emergency. 

When  3  child,  Julia  had  never  been  suffered 
to  indulge  in  obstinacy  or  fretful  humours  ; 
without  being  severe,  her  parents  knew  how 
to  make  her  feel  the  ill  consequences  of  such 
indulgence.  If  she  sought  by  teasing  or  crying 
to  obtain  any  wish,  however  reasonable  in  it- 
self, it  was  always  denied  her  :  if  she  spoke 
pettishly  or  rudely  to  the  servants,  she  was  re- 
proved, and  made  to  apologize  ;  and  if  she 
showed  any  signs  of  sulkiness,  or  resentment, 
her  papa  and  mamma  would  not  take  any  no- 
tice of  her  till  she  made  a  proper  atonement, 
and  was  fully  sensible  of  her  error.  Yet  her 
vivacity  was  never  damped,  nor  were  her  ac- 
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tions  subjected  to  any  unnecessary  restraint : 
no  little  girl  could  be  happier,  or  more  fondly 
attached  to  her  parents. 

A  few  anecdotes  of  the  childhood  of  Julia 
will  not,  I  hope,  prove  uninteresting,  as  they 
will  show  the  good  effects  of  teaching  children 
an  early  command  of  their  temper,  with  other 
excellent  qualities,  which  the  judicious  parents 
instilled  into  the  mind  of  their  child. 

I  shall  likewise  soon  have  occasion  to  intro- 
duce a  young  lady  to  the  acquaintance  of  the 
reader,  whose  example  I  cannot  recommend 
them  to  follow,  though  she  was  the  cousin  of 
the  amiable  Julia ;  but  she  had  been  as  ill  <°s 
Julia  had  been  well  brought  up,  and  the  neces- 
sity of  obtaining  a  self-command  and  compli- 
ancy of  temper,  when  this  young  lady  is  known, 
will  the  more  forcibly  be  felt. 

Julia  was  nine  years  of  age  before  her  pa- 
rents thought  proper  to  take  her  to  the  theatre, 
and  that  they  did  but  seldom.  They  were  fear- 
ful that  what  might  hereafter  become  a  ration- 
al and  delightful  source  of  amusement,  if  made 
too  common,  would  lose  its  novelty  and  attrac- 
tion. Julia,  like  most  children,  was  delighted 
Tvith  the  theatre,  and  would  gladly  have  gone 


?  THE   HISTORY  OF 

every  night ;  but,  had  her  parents  foolishly  in- 
dulged her,  she  soon  would  have  grown  weary. 
Beside,  using  her  to  late  hours  would  not  only 
have  been  very  improper,  but  would  have  in- 
jured her  health ;  and  Julia,  though  brought 
up  in  London,  was  a  remarkably  fine  healthy 
child.  She  had  been  well  nursed,  properly 
fed,  accustomed  to  rise  and  go  to  bed  early, 
and  to  take  sufficient  exercise. 

It  was  always  to  reward  some  extraordinary 
exertion  of  industry,  or  laudable  action,  that 
the  judicious  parents  took  their  little  girl  to  the 
play  ;  and  they  were  careful  to  choose  a  piece 
which,  as  little  as  possible  would  confuse  her 
young  faculties,  and  lead  her  imagination  astray ; 
a  precaution  which  parents  and  tutors  cannot 
too  strietly  observe . 
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CHAPTER  II. 

ONE  day,  when  Julia,  who  was  then  in  her 
tenth  year,  had  been  remarkably  good,  her 
kind  parents  promised  to  take  her  on  the  fol- 
lowing evening  to  the  play,  with  her  aunt  Eger- 
ton,  and  her  little  cousin  Maude,  who  had  just 
eome  from  Scotland,  where  that  lady  resided, 
and  which  guests  were  expected  to  dinner  that 
day  :  Julia  had  only  been  once  to  the  theatre  : 
delighted  at  this  unexpected  favour,  the  grateful 
little  girl  kissed  her  parents  a  hundred  times, 
skipped  about  the  room,  wild  with  joy,  and 
dreamed  all  night  of  nothing  but  the  play. 

The  next  morning  Julia  read  her  lessons, 
played  her  music,  and  worked  by  the  side  of 
her  mamma,  till  her  aunt  and  cousin  were  an- 
nounced. Mrs.  Egerton,  the  sister  of  Mr. 
.Marchmont  and  the  widow  of  a  rich  Scotch 
merchant,  a  woman  ,of  a  frivolous  weak  mind, 
Hut  kiad-hearted  and  generous,  indulged  Maude, 
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her  only  child,  who  was  a  little  older  than 
Julia,  in  every  whim  and  caprice  ;  so  th;it  s-'he 
could  not  bear  contradiction,  and,  consequently, 
was  fretful  and  impatient.  Her  mother  had 
pampered  her  with  every  pernicious  indul- 
gence of  indolence  and  appetite  ;  so  that  Maude 
was  a  sickly  weak  child,  while  her  cousin 
Julia  was  strong  and  healthy. 

Mrs.  Egerton,  who  preferred  Edinburgh  to 
London,  only  came  for  a  few  weeks,  on  busi- 
ness ;  but  she  had  hired  a  ready  furnished 
house,  for  she  loved  ostentation,  and  brought 
several  of  her  servants  with  her.  It  must  be 
owned,  nor  will  the  reader  feel  much  surprise, 
that  Mr.  Marchmont  and  his  wife  were  not  soiv 
ry  that  a  spoiled  child  like  Maude,  should  have 
little  intercourse  with  their  Julia.  They  knew 
that  bad  habits,  when  children  frequently  asso- 
ciate, are  catching,  however  watchful  the  anx- 
ious parent  may  be  to  prevent  the  mischief. 
Besiue  Maude,  who  was  a  rich  heiress,  was  ac- 
customed to  extravagance,  and  a  love  of  finery  ; 
of  whirh  neither  the  good  sense  nor  the  limited 
fort;-':;  r/f  Julia's  parents  could  allow. 

frs.  Marcnmont  accustomed  their 
daughter    to    simplicity  and  economy  in  her 
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3ress  :  the  mother  of  Julia  taught  her  to  be 
neat  and  tasty,  but  not  fine.  She  was  not  load- 
ed with  ornaments,  and  decked  out  in  beads, 
flowers,  silk  slips,  and  embroidered  gauze 
frocks,  like  her  cousin  ;  but  her  dress  was 
much  neater,  and  more  becoming  to  her  age. 
Julia  had  not,  like  Maude,  expensive  toys  to 
lose,  or  destroy  ;  but  her  parents  gave  her 
pretty  instructive  books  to  read,  drawings  to 
copy,  and  sonatas  to  play  on  an  excellent  harp  ; 
with  masters  to  make  her  intelligent,  and  ac- 
complished ;  while  the  education  of  her  cousin 
was  utterly  neglected  ;  and  Julia  would  not 
have  exchanged  these  precious  advantages  for 
all  the  toys  and  trinkets  in  the  world  !  Her  cou- 
sin, on  the  contrary,  humoured  in  every  whim, 
was  always  wishing  for  what  she  could  not  get, 
and  never  satisfied  with  what  she  had.  When 
Maude  had  teased  her  weak  mother  into  buying 
her  any  expensive  toy  or  trinket,  the  next 
hour  she  would  break  or  give  it  away  ;  because 
she  was  tired,  and  out  of  temper  with  it.  Such 
are  the  effects  of  improper  indulgence. 

Julia  who  had  seen  her  cousin  but  once,  had 
little  pleasure  in  the  society  of  Maude  ;  be- 
cause a»  I  before  said,  tiiat  young  lady  was 
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fretful,  impatient,  and  would  have  her  ot*n 
way  in  every  thing,  however  disagreeable  it 
might  be  to  her  companion.  Yet  Julia,  kind 
and  complying  to  every  body,  and  taught  to 
give  -up  her  own  gratification  when  it  was  ne- 
cessary, was  no  less  so  to  her  cousin  ;  who 
came  in  no  very  good  humor,  loaded  with  all 
the  finery  money  could  purchase,  and  ill  taste 
collect.  The  plain  dress  of  Julia  was  by  no 
means  agreeable  to  Maude,  and  she  did  not 
scruple  to  tell  her  so. 

"  Lord,  cousin,"  said  that  young  lady,  rude- 
ly surveying  Julia,  "  why  you  are  not  fit  to  be 
seen.  I  wonder  your  mamma  don't  let  you 
wear  fine  necklaces,  silk  slips,  flowers,  and 
gauze  frocks,  like  me  ?" 

"  Because  her  mamma  does  not  think  thai 
fine  necklaces,  silk  slips,  flowers,  and  gauze 
frocks,  make  little  girl?  either  better  or  hap- 
pier," answered  Mrs.  Marchmont ;  who,  though 
engaged  in  conversation  with  her  sister-in-law, 
overheard  the  rude  speech  of  Maude.  •*  Be- 
side," continued  that  lady,  "  Julia  is  not  rich  j 
^he  must  be  content  with  simplicity." 

"  What,    aVt  you   rich,   cousin  ?"    asked 
Maude,  turning  to  Julia,     "  Have  not  you  fine 
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clothes,  and  gold  chains,  and  beads,  and  lock- 
ets ?" 

"  No,"  replied  Julia,  cheerfully  ;  "  I  do 
not  wish  for  such  things  :  I  never  have  been 
accustomed  to  them." 

"  Then  I  won't  play  with  you,  Miss,"  re- 
plied Maude,  peevishly. 

"  My  dear  Maude,"  said  Mrs.  Egerton, 
ashamed  of  her  daughter's  rudeness,  "  Julia 
is  your  cousin." 

"  But  I  don't  like  little  girls  that  are  not  fine- 
ly dressed,  and  I  won't  play  with  her." 

"  Nay,  my  dear,  she  is  your  cousin,  and  you 
must  love  her  whether  she  be  finely  dressed  or 
not." 

"  But  I  won't  love  her,  mamma,"  continued 
.Maude,  stamping  with  passion  ;  "  and  I  wont 
go  to  the  play  with  her,  to-night." 

"  Indeed,  love,  but  you  must ;  she  is  a  sweet 
little  girl,  and  I  am  sure  your  aunt  will  not  go 
without  her." 

"  Then  I  will  go  home,  and  won't  go  to  the 
play  at  all ;  and  I  will  break  all  my  playthings," 
said  the  naughty  child,  stamping  and  sobbing 
with  violence, 

C 
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Mrs.  Marchmont  was  shocked,  and  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  begging  that  Maude  might 
be  sent  home  immediately.  Julia  looked  at 
her  cousin  in  mute  astonishment,  while  the 
weak  mother,  instead  of  correcting,  pitied  and 
bribed  the  naughty  girl  to  be  qniet. 

"  Fray  Mjuule,  my  dear  child,  be  pacified," 
said  Mrs.  Egerton  :  "  you  will  make  yourself 
ill  !  feu  cannot  think,  dear  sister/'  eoiitirr'ed 
th  :t  lady,  addressing  Mrs.  Marchmont,  "  what 
delicate  health  the  poor  child  has  ;  the  least 
thing  cigitutes  her,  as  you  may  see.  Come, 
Maude,  be  a  good  child,  and  to-morro»v  you 
shall  hare  the  wax  doll,  which  you  wanted  a» 
we  came.  To  be  sure.,  three  guineas  is  a 
great  price  ;  but,  if  it  were  ten,  as  such  a  tri- 
fling sum  would  be  no  object  to  me,  you  should 
not  be  balked  ;  so  be  a  good  girl,  and  go  to 
the  play  with  your  cousin." 

"  Buy  it  now,  mamma,  and  I  will  go." 

"  But  to-morrow  will  do  <RS  well,  my  dear  ; 
you  see  that  I  am  engaged  will,  your  aunt." 

'%  I  will  have  it  now,  or  not  at  all  ;  and  if 
you  will  not  order  the  carriage  and  go  with  me 
to  the  .shop  to  buy  it,  mamma,  I  shall  cry  and 
fret  till  I  am  ill,  and  then  you  cannot  go  to  the 
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play,  and  you  will  be  obliged  to  send  for  the 
doctor,  as  you  were  the  other  day." 

"  Wel^  love,  you  know  I  can  refuse  you 
nothing:  go  and  put  on  your  hat  and  tippet. 
Sister,  you  will  have  the  goodness  to  excuse 
me  for  half  an  hour,  and  let  Julia  go  with  u?, 
that  she  may  choose  a  wax  doll,  like  that  I  in- 
tend to  give  Maude.  I  am  sure  she  deserves 
one,  she  is  such  a  good  and  kind  little  girl." 

"  She  is  a  good  girl,"  returned  Mrs.  March- 
mont,  affectionately  kissing  Julia,  "  and  I  am 
much  obliged  to  you  for  your  kind  intention  ; 
but  I  neither  give,  nor  suffer  her  to  receive, 
expensive  toys,  or  wax  dolls,  that  cost  three 
guineas,  to  break  and  grow  tired  of  in  a  day, 
or  a  week  at  the  farthest  :  neither  do  I  like 
Julia  to  go  to  toy-shops  without  me  ;  you  will 
therefore,  I  am  sure,  excuse  her  going.  If 
you  wlil  bring  her  a  little  book  of  tales,  or  fa- 
bles. I  have  no  objection  to  her  taking  it ;  and 
she  will  be  perfectly  contented." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  said  Julia,  skipping  ;  "  I  am  so 
fond  of  reading  pretty  stories,  and  fables  !  To 
be  sure  I  should  like  a  wax  doll,  very  pr.ich  ; 
but  my  mamma  knows  best  what  is  good  and 
proper  for  me." 
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Mrs.  Egerton  rang  for  her  carriage,  and  went 
with  Maude  to  buy  the  three  guinea  wax  doll. 
While  they  were  gone,  Mrs.  Marchmont,  who 
was  grieved  at  the  weakness  of  her  sister-in- 
law,  and  no  less  shocked  at  the  behaviour  of 
her  niece,  praised  the  cheerfulness  with  which 
Julia  had  submitted  to  her  decision.  The  ten- 
der mother  had  little  difficulty  in  convincing 
her  child  that  a  three  guinea  wax  doll,  which 
might  be  broken  in  a  day,  would  not  muke  her 
more  happy  than  the  half  crown  wooden  doll, 
which  her  mamma  had  bought  her,  and  which 
she  had  dressed  herself. 

In  about  an  hour,  Mrs.  Egerton  and  Maude 
returned  ;  and  the  latter  triumphantly  display 
ed  her  three  guinea  doll. 

*'  What  a  beauty  1"  exclaimed  Julia,  with  a 
secret  regret  that  her  mother  had  objected  to 
her  having  one  like  it ;  "  its  just  like  a  baby  ! 
"What  sweet  blue  eyes,  and  rosy  cheeks  ! 
What  a  curly  head  !  Dear,  dear,  how  pretty 
it  i^  !'? 

"  I  knew  that  Julia,  when  she  saw  it,  would 
long  for  a  wax  doll,"  said  Mrs.  Egerton,  tak- 
ing out  a  smaller  but  very  pretty  wax  baby, 
dressed  all  in  white,  from  a  parcel  ;"  so  I  hope.. 
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rny  dear  sister,  you  will  forgive  me  for  having 
in  part  disobeyed  your  injunctions,  and  brought 
my  niece  a  small  wax  doll  :  it  only  cost  a 
guinea  and  a  half.  I  have  likewise  brought 
her  Esop's  Fables,  with  finely  colored  prints, 
as  she  said  she  was  fond  of  reading.  Here, 
my  dear,  take  your  doll  and  book." 

Mrs.  Marchmont  was  distressed,  and  vexed  : 
to  give  children  wax  dolls,  at  a  guinea  and  half 
price,  was  in  her  opinion  not  only  a  wanton 
waste  of  money,  but  great  folly.  Yet  she 
could  not,  without  offending  her  sister-in-law, 
whose  intentions  were  really  kind,  refuse  to 
let  Julia  take  the  doll.  Beside,  Julia  had  be- 
haved so  well,  and  was  so  reasonable  and 
good,  in  her  general  conduct,  that  she  was  un- 
willing to  inflict  pain  on  her  :  she  therefore, 
when  Julia  asked  if  she  might  take  the  doll, 
turned  to  Mrs.  Egerton,  and  said  : 

"  My  dear  sister,  I  am  truly  sensible  of  your 
kindness  ;  though,  I  own,  I  am  averse  to  let- 
ting Julia  have  such  an  expensive  doll.  How- 
ever, as  this  will  be  the  first,  and  certainly  the 
last  she  will  receive,  and  as  she  is'  so  good  a 
girl,  I  cannot  refuse  to  gratify  both  her  and 
you  ;  but,  under  this  condition,  my  dear  sister, 
G2 
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that  you  will  never  again  buy  Julia  any  cx- 
pen-ive  toys,  as  I  shall  he  obliged,  however 
painful  to  my  feelings,  to  refuse  to  let  her  take 
them.  Julia,  my  love,  I  am  sure  you  will 
show  your  aunt  how  great  a  value  you  set  up- 
on her  kind  presents,  by  taking  the  greatest 
care  of  them  ;  and  you  will  let  me  keep  your 
doll,  till  you  are  older,  and  can  play  with  it 
safely." 

"Oh,  yes,  that  I  will,  dear  mamma,"  re- 
plied the  happy  little  girl  ;  "  and  I  will  read  in 
this  pretty  book  every  day,  to  you,  and  papa." 

Julia,  who  had  the  happy  disposition  of  be- 
ing satisfied  with  whatever  was  given  to  her, 
preferred  her  own  little  wax  doll  to  the  large 
one  of  her  cousin. 

Maude,  who,  for  the  first  hour  she  had  a 
new  plaything,  was  always  in  good  humor, 
forgetting  that  Julia  had  not  fine  clothes,  and 
was  not  as  rich  as  she  was,  proposed  to  go  and 
play  in  the  yard  ;  to  which  Julia,  putting  her 
book  carefully  by,  gladly  consented.  Maude, 
though  her  aunt  and  mamma  advised  her  to 
leave  her  three  guinea  doll  in  the  parlour,  for 
fear  it  should  come  to  mischief  in  their  play, 
would  not  take  their  advice,  but  carried  her 
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wax  baby  in  her  arms.  Julia  cast  a  longing 
glance  at  her  doll,  but  she  was  too  reasonable 
and  obedient  to  wish  to  do  any  thing  contrary 
to  her  mother's  better  judgment. 

At  the  end  of  the  yard,  there  was  a  small 
alcove,  with  a  play-room,  to  the  door  of  which 
a  swing  was  safely  fixed,  as  Julia  was  remark- 
ably fond  of  that  exercise.  Maude,  notwith- 
standing the  warning  of  her  younger  but  more 
prudent  companion,  fastened  her  wax  baby  in 
the  swing  with  her  handkerchief,  and  swung 
with  might  and  main  :  the  knot  loosened,  the 
doll  fell,  as  the  swing  was  going  high,  with 
violence  on  the  ground,  and  its  beautiful  face 
was  broken  to  pieces. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  ungoverned  pas- 
sion of  Maude,  when  she  saw  her  doll  was 
broken  :  she  tore  off  the  clothes,  broke  the 
waxen  arms  and  legs,  cried,  stamped,  and  ran 
into  the  house  like  a  mad  girl.  Julia  followed 
in  consternation. 

"  Mamma  was  very  right,"  thought  the  good 
little  girl,  "  to  object  to  my  having  such  ex- 
pensive dolls.  What  a  pity  to  give  three 
guineas  and  a  half  for  a  doll  that  may  be  bro- 
ken the  next  hour !" 
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When  Maude  came  roaring  into  the  room, 
and  w;-.s  asked  by  her  mother  what  was  the 
matter  : 

"  Why,  my  beautiful  wax  doll  is  broken  !" 
said  she,  sobbing  passionately. 

"  Your  doll  broken  ?  Then  there  is  three 
guineas  gone  !  The  loss  to  be  sure  is  trifling  ; 
but  how  came  you  to  break  it,  love  ?"  asked 
Mrs.  Egerton. 

"  Why,  Julia  took  me  to  the  swing,  and  I 
swung  the  doll  till  it  fell  out,  and  broke  ;  so  I 
must  have  the  other  wax  baby,"  said  Maude, 
going  and  taking  up  Julia's  uoll  from  the  table. 

"  Fie,  Maude  !"  remonstrated  the  weak  mo- 
ther ;  "  you  must  not  take  your  cousin's  doll  j 
if  you  have  broken  your  own,  nobody  is  to 
blame  but  yourself:  you  were  cautioned  to 
leave  it  here." 

"  I  am  sure  I  ought  to  have  the  doll,  be- 
cause it  was  all  through  her,"  continued  the 
naughty  Maude,  pointing  rudely  to  her  cousin, 
**  that  mine  was  broken.  Why  did  she  take 
me  to  the  swing  ?" 

"  Indeed,  Maude,  it  was  nobody's  fault  but 
your  own,"  replied  Mrs.  Egerton,  "  and  you 
must  not  have  Julia's  doll ;  so  give  it  your 
cousin.'3 
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-:  If  I  must  not  have  it,  then,  I  am  sure  she 
shall  not.  Why  should  she  have  a  wax  doll, 
when  I  have  none  ?" 

So  speaking,  the  spoiled  girl,  in  a  fit  of  pas- 
sion, dashed  Julia's  doll  upon  the  ground,  and 
broke  the  face  to  pieces.  Julia  was  almost 
ready  to  cry,  but  she  had  sufficient  self-com- 
mand to  repress  her  feelings,  and  she  was  too 
mild  to  feel  resentment.  Mrs.  Marchmont, 
who  had  partly  foreseen  the  catastrophe,  had 
remained  totally  passive.  She  considered  the 
future  happiness  more  than  the  present  gratifi- 
cation of  her  little  girl,  and  was  not  sorry  that 
she  should  meet  with  a  lesson,  which  would 
deter  her  from  again  wishing  for  toys  so  ex- 
pensive, and  so  easily  destroyed.  That  lady, 
however,  could  not  help  expressing  how  much 
she  was  shocked  at  the  ill-behaviour  of  her 
niece,  and  advising  the  mother  of  Maude  not  to 
indulge  her  in  whims  and  passionate  tempers, 
which  might  bring  misery  on  that  young  lady 
for  life.  Mrs.  Egerton,  however,  was  a  weak 
woman  :  she  excused  her  daughter's  violence, 
by  pleading  the  delicate  state  of  her  health ; 
but  she  offered  to  buy  Julia  another  wax  doll  : 
{his,  however,  the  judicious  mother  resolutely 
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declined  ;  and  Julia  herself  had  no  longer  any 
desire  to  have  a  doll  that  cost  so  much,  and 
which  might  so  easily  be  broken. 

Maude  continued  out  of  humour  till  dinner 
time,  when  the  hope  of  having  nice  dainties 
made  her  a  little  less  fractious,  and  she  was 
somewhat  held  in  restraint  by  the  presence  of 
her  uncle,  who  had  been  engaged  in  his  study 
till  then.  That  gentleman's  manner,  ihough 
perfectly  mild,  was  such  as  to  keep  unruly 
children  a  little  within  bounds.  The  pamper- 
ed Maude,  however,  was  disappointed  in  her 
expectation  of  such  dainties  as  her  foolish  mo- 
ther had  accustomed  her  to.  The  dinner  was 
good,  but  plain  :  there  were  no  high-seasoned 
fricassees,  ragouts,  or  soups  ;  no  hot  India  pre- 
serves, or  luscious  sweetmeats,  and  pastry.  A 
good  joint  of  meat,  a  couple  of  fowls,  plenty  of 
vegetables,  a  pudding,  with  nuts  and  apples  af- 
ter the  cloth  was  removed,  were  considered 
by  Mrs,  Marchmont  as  quite  sufficient.  But 
Maude,  who  was  accustomed  to  be  pampered 
with  dainties  and  high-seasoned  food,  very  un- 
fit for  children,  found  n^hing  to  her  taste,  and 
asked  for  so  many  things,  which  were  entire- 
ly improper  for  her,  that  Mr.  Marchmont 
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plainly  told  his  sister  she  would  utterly  ruin 
both  the  temper  and  the  health  of  her  child, 
if  she  continued  her  pernicious  indulgence. 

Mrs.  Egerton  thanked  her  brother  for  his 
concern,  but  said  : 

"  That  the  child  had  been  sickly  from  her 
cradle  ;  that,  in  her  delicate  state  of  health, 
it  would  be  cruel  to  contradict  her  ;  and  that 
she  could  not  be  so  severe,  to  her  only  child. 
As  she  grew  older,  she  would  gain  strength, 
and  then  it  would  be  time  enough  to  torment 
her." 

It  was  in  vain  to  reason  with  so  weak  a  mo- 
ther. Mr.  Marchmont  sighed,  and  dropped 
the  subject. 

Julia,  brought  up  to  like  whatever  her  pa- 
rents thought  was  proper  for  her,  eat  her  din- 
ner with  appetite,  and  was  as  cheerful  and  pa- 
tieni  as  her  cousin  was  fretful  and  perverse. 

Maude,  when  her  mamma  had  taken  her  to 
buy  the  three  guinea  wax  doll,  had  persuaded 
that' lady  to  go  into  a  confectioner's  shop,  where 
she  had  overloaded  her  stomach  with  cakes 
and  sweetmeats,  though  it  was  only  four  days 
«ince  she  had  made  herself  ill,  in  consequence 
of  a  similar  indulgence.  At  dinner,  though 
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she  had  no  appetite  and  was  discontented  wite 
every  thing,  the  greedy  habit  of  eating,  whe- 
ther she  were  hungry  or  not,  was  so  strong 
that  she  could  not  refrain.  Beside  being  in- 
dulged in  eating  high-seasoned  and  improper 
food,  she  was  suffered  to  drink  heavy  porter 
and  ale,  very  injurious  to  a  weak  stomach,  and 
was  allowed  a  full  glass  of  Madeira  or  Port 
wine,  after  dinner.  Julia  drank  nothing  but 
water,  except  now  and  then  her  parents  gave 
her  a  little  wine,  or  beer,  as  a  treat ;  that  she 
might  not  by  an  excess  of  precaution,  be  made 
to  wish  for  things  which  wrere  unfit  for  her, 
and  which,  if  she  were  never  suffered  to  taste- 
them  in  moderation,  she  might  procure  by  clan- 
destine and  improper  means. 

Mr.  Msrchmont  happened  to  have  some  fine 
Burton  ale,  which  had  been  sent  him  from  the 
country,  but  of  which  himself  and  his  wife 
seldom  drank,  as  they  were  no  friends  to  strong 
fermented  liquors.  Mrs.  Egertcn,  who  was 
far  less  careful  of  her  health,  and  was  fond  of 
every  thing  that  flattered  the  palate,  drank  ale 
constant!}',  and  it  was  brought  on  table  in  com- 
pliment to  her. 
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Maude,  notwithstanding  the  friendly  and  pru- 
dent remonstrances  of  her  more  judicious  aunt 
and  uncle,  was  suffered  to  drink  half  a  tum- 
bler of  this  strong  liquor,  beside  wine  and  por- 
ter. The  consequence  was  that,  instead  of 
being  able  to  go  to  the  play,  she  was  so  ill  that 
Iftrs.  Egerton  was  obliged  to  take  her  immedi- 
ately home,  deprive  herself  of  her  intended 
evening's  amusement,  and  send  for  the  doctor. 
Such  are  the  consequences  of  weak  indul- 
gence ! 

When  Mrs.  Egerton  and  Maude  were  gone, 
Julia's  parents  tenderly  kissing  their  little  girl, 
and  exhorting  her  always  to  be  docile  and  rea- 
sonable, took  her  to  the  play  ;  where  she  spent 
a  happy  evening,  satisfied  with  herself,  and 
grateful  to  her  tender  parents  ;  while  her  cou- 
sin, suffering  the  consequences  of  her  intem- 
perance and  wilful  humors  obliged  to  go  to  bed 
and  take  physic,  was  making  herself  and  every 
body  around  her  uncomfortable. 

Before  we  take  leave  of  this  young  lady,  and 
her  weak  mother,  we  must  inform  the  reader 
that  Maude  fell  a  victim  to  improper  indul- 
gence, and  that  she  died  three  months  after- 
ward, before  she  was  eleven  years  old;  of  tho 
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measles  ;  which  are  very  dangerous  to  children 
grossly  fed.  Mrs.  Egerton,  whose  health  was 
by  no  means  *good,  and  whose  happiness  wag 
centered  in  this  only  child,  did  not  long  survive 
her.  Her  own  fortune  which  was  very  small, 
she  bequeathed  to  Julia  ;  but  the  large  proper- 
ty of  her  husband,  which  was  left  conditionally 
on  the  decease  of  herself  and  child,  returned 
to  that  gentleman's  family. 
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CHAPTER  Iff. 

JULIA,  though  she  was,  generally  speaking, 
an  excellent  little  girl,  at  moments  forgot  her- 
self, and  did  wrong  ;  but  her  integrity  in  al- 
ways telling  the  truth,  however  disadvanta- 
geous to  herself,  and  the  sincere  contrition  she 
expressed,  made  her  little  faults  be  readily 
forgiven  ;  while  these  qualities  endeared  her 
to  her  tender  parents,  and  all  who  knew  her. 
The  following  anecdote  will  give  the  reader  an 
idea  of  Julia's  veracity,  and  show  the  good  ef- 
fects of  children  being  determinately  sincere 
and  open* 

Mr.  Marchmont  though  he  was  a  private 
gentleman,  possessed  a  great  portion  of  gene- 
ral knowledge  :  he  studied  chemistry,  and  the 
mathematics,  among  other  sciences,  and  his 
study  was  filled  with  various  valuable  instru- 
ments, chemical  and  mathematical ;  he  had  an 
air-pump,  an  electric  machine,  and  other  cu- 
rious things.  Julia,  though  she  was  ten  years 
of  age,  had  been  forbidden  to  go  into  her  pa- 
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pa's  study,  when  he  was  not  there  ;  and  she 
for  some  time,  had  carefully  observed  her  fa- 
ther's orders. 

One  morning,  however,  Mr.  Marchmont  was 
obliged  to  go  out,  on  business,  with  his  wife. 
He  had  just  before  received  a  table  clock,  cu- 
rious for  its  beautiful  workmanship  and  me- 
chanism, which  had  been  sent  him,  by  a  friend, 
from  abroad.  Julia  had  not  seen  the  clock,  as 
she  had  been  out  of  the  way  when  it  came  ; 
but  she  had  heard  her  parents  speak  of  it,  as 
they  were  going  out.  Mr.  Marchmont  pro- 
mised to  show  it  Julia,  on  his  return  ;  but  his 
mind  was  so  intent  on  other  things,  that  he  did 
not  think  of  cautioning  her  not  to  go  into  the 
study  ;  and,  as  Julia  had  hitherto  been  so  ob- 
servant of  her  father's  injunctions,  he  did  not 
even  take  the  precaution  to  close  the  door  af- 
ter him. 

When  her  parents  were  gone,  Julia  felt  a 
strong  desire  not  to  wait  till  their  return,  but 
to  go  and  look  at  the  clock  :  she  long  resisted, 
but  at  length  she  said  to  herself. 

There  can  be  no  harm  in  looking  through 
the  keyhole  of  the  study  door," 
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Julia  then  went  up  stairs  ;  she  found  the 
fatal  door  ajar  :  the  beautiful  clock  stood  right 
in  view,  upon  her  father's  library  table  ;  the 
temptation  could  not  be  resisted.  She  forgot  her 
father's  repeated  injunctions,  pushed  open  the 
door,  and  went  into  the  study,  promising  her- 
self to  touch  nothing  :  but  the  clock  was  so 
beautiful !  she  wished  so  much  to  examine  it 
nearer !  It  could  not  hurt  it  to  take  it  in  her 
hand  for  a  moment :  thus  Julia,  hurried  away 
by  her  inclinations,  falsely  reasoned.  She  ac- 
cordingly took  up  the  clock,  admired,  and  for 
some  minutes  held  it  perfectly  steady.  But, 
as  she  was  going  to  put  it  again  on  the  table,  a 
loud  postman's  rap  at  the  door  startled  her  so 
much  that  her  hold  gave  way,  and  the  clock 
fell  out  of  her  hands  upon  the  floor  !  The  glass 
was  broken  and  the  pendulum  stopped. 

Julia  stood  tunable  to  move  from  the  spot ; 
but  she  picked  up  the  clock,  though  she  trem- 
bled violently.  She  could  not  cry  :  the  shock 
was  as  great  as  it  was  unexpected.  "  How 
could  she  look  her  dear  parents  in  the  face, 
after  having  first  disobeyed  their  repeated 
commands,  and  done  perhaps  irreparable  inju- 
ry to  a  clock  that  her  father  valued,  not  only 
II  2 
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for  its  curious  workmanship,  but  because  it  had 
been  sent  him  by  a  dear  friend  ?  What  would 
her  father,  who  that  very  morning  had  kissed 
her  and  called  her  his  good  little  girl,  say  to  her 
disobedience  ?  He  had  kindly  promised  to  show 
her  the  clock,  on  his  return  :  what  excuse 
could  she  allege  for  her  fault  ?  none  !  It  was 
unpardonable  !" 

While  Julia  was  standing  in  mute  sorrow, 
self  indignant,  and  truly  penitent,  Hetty,  her 
mamma's  maid,  came  into  the  room,  with  a  let- 
ter the  postman  had  brought  for  Mr.  March- 
mont.  At  the  sight  of  Hetty,  who  was  a  kind- 
hearted  good-tempered  yo*mg  woman,  and  very- 
fond  of  Julia,  the  afflicted  little  girl  burst  into 
a  flood  of  tears. 

"  What  has  happened,  Miss  Julia  ?"  said 
Hetty,  in  a  compassionate  tone  of  voice.  "  I 
hope  you  have  not  Diet  with  any  accident  ?*' 

"  Oh,  Hetty,  I  have  been  so  naughty!  I 
have  let  papa's  beautiful  table  clock  fall  and  it 
is  broken  :  what  shall  1  do  ?" 

"  Dear  dear,"  said  Hetty,  examining  the 
clock,  and  picking  up  the  glass,  "  what  a  pity  ! 
I  fear  it  is  quite  spoiled  !  and  I  dare  say  it  cost 
a  power  of  money !  What  will  my  master  and 
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mistress  say  ?  How  sorry  I  am  for  you, 
Miss !" 

"  I  have  disobeyed  my  papa,"  continued 
Julia,  sobbing :  he  has  repeatedly  desired  me 
never  to  go  into  the  study,  when  he  was  out. 
How  naughty  I  was,  to  forget  myself  so  much  ! 
He  promised  too  to  show  me  the  clock,  him- 
self, when  he  returned !  Oh,  I  wish  the  door  had 
Dot  been  left  ajar  !  I  only  meant  to  look  through 
the  keyhole  !  1  dare  say  mamma  and  papa  will 
soon  be  back  ;  how  can  I  look  them  in  the 
face  S" 

"  I  am  very  sorry  for  you,  Miss,  indeed." 
ctty  ;  "  and  I  will  think  what  can  be 
clone.  You  say  the  door  was  left  open  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  that  is,  ajar  :  I  looked  in,  and,  see- 
ing the  clock  was  .so  beautiful,  I  quite  forgot 
what  papa  so  often  has  told  me." 

"  My  dear  Miss  Julia,"  continued  the  maid, 
4C I  am  riot  used  to  tell  tibs  ;  it  is  what  1  do  not 
fcke  ;  but  1  cannot  bear  that  you  should  be 
punished,  when  };ou  are  so  sorry  for  having 
done  wrong,  because  you  are  so  sweet-temper- 
ed and  good  in  general,  Miss,  I  cannot  s:iy  but 
it  goes  against  my  conscience,  but  I  will  never- 
theless tell  my  master  it  was  his  large  dog, 
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Jolter,  that  went  in  and  did  the  mischief.  Jol- 
ter  luckily  is  down  stairs  :  at  worst  he  will  on- 
ly be  kept  chained  in  the  yard,  till  my  master's 
anger  is  over,  and  you  will  not  be  the  least 
blamed." 

Hetty  did  not  wish  to  teach  lying  and  de- 
ceit to  her  young  lady,  or  to  fail  in  the  fidelity 
she  owed  her  employers,  though,  when  she 
proposed  to  screen  Julia  at  the  expence  of 
sincerity  and  truth,  she  was  guilty  of  both 
those  faults.  She  would  not  have  told  a  false- 
hood to  screen  herself;  but  she  was  not  ac- 
quainted with  the  manner  in  which  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Marchmont  educated  their  daughter, 
which  it  must  be  owned  was  very  different 
from  that  of  parents  in  general.  She  had  only 
been  a  short  time  in  the  house  :  in  her  last 
place,  she  had  seen  children  at  one  moment 
improperly  indulged,  and  at  another  severely 
corrected  for  trifling  faults.  The  good  will 
which  this  girl,  in  common  with  all  who  knew 
her,  bore  the  gentle  obliging  little  Julia,  made 
Hetty  fear  her  young  lady  should  incur  a  se- 
vere punishment.  She  therefore,  out  of  mis- 
taken kindness,  would  have  induced  Julia  to 
commit  a  fault  infinitely  greater  than  that  she  had 
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already  committed.  Such  pity  is  as  pernicious 
as  it  is  mistaken. 

Julia  was  in  no  fear  of  severe  correction  ; 
but  she  dreaded  the  disgrace  of  having  been 
careless  and  disobedient ;  which,  to  a  child 
well  brought  up,  is  even  more  dreadful ;  yet 
she  was  too  good  a  girl  a  moment  to  listen  to 
such  a  proposal.  What!  Add  falsehood  and 
hypocrisy  to  disobedience  ?  Connive  with  ser- 
vants to  deceive  her  excellent  parents  ?  No  ! 
Much  as  she  dreaded  their  just  displeasure,  she 
would  rather  suffer  any  disgrace.  As  for  beat- 
ing, it  was  no  part  of  Mr.  Marchmont's  system 
of  education  ;  and  indeed  the  extreme  mildness 
of  Julia's  disposition  would  in  any  case  have 
rendered  it  quite  unnecessary.  Yes,  she  would 
bear  any  thing  rather  than  be  guilty  of  ingrati- 
tude and  deceit. 

"  Thank  you,  Hetty,"  answ'ered  Julia,  try- 
ing to  calm  herself;  "  it  is  very  kind  of  you 
to  be  sorry  for  me  ;  but  I  would  not  join  in  tell- 
ing a  falsehood  for  the  world  !  Papa  and  mam- 
ma would  break  their  hearts,  if  I  could  be^o 
wicked  and  ungrateful  as  to  deceive  them. 
Beside,  Hetty,  I  should  be  a  very  bad  girl  to 
let  Jolter  be  punished  for  my  fault,  and  wish 
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yoji  to  tell  a  falsehood,  which  you  know  is  be- 
ing very  naughty,  to  screen  myself.  I  must 
tell  the  truth  ;  Jolter  shall  not  be  chained  up, 
when  it  was  I  who  did  the  mischief.  I  have 
been  very  very  naughty,  but  I  will  not  be  so 
naughty  as  that !" 

Hetty,  who  had  an  honest  good  heart,  and 
who  was  less  ignorant  than  persons  in  her  sit- 
uation, felt  that  she  had  done  very  wrong,  in 
attempting  to  persuade  her  young  lady  to  join 
in  a  falsehood  ;  she  was  so  much  moved,  by 
the  proper  and  generous  refusal  of  Julia,  that 
she  could  only  beg  her  to  be  consoled,  and  leit 
the  room  crying. 

Julia,  though  her  agitation  and  sorrow  were 
great,  felt  somewhat  consoled  and  reconcile  A 
to  herself,  after  she  had  nobly  withstood  the 
tempting  offer,  made  by  the  kipd-hearted  but 
misjudging  Hetty.  Yet,  how  cruel  was  the 
suffering  her  disobedience  had  brought  on  her! 
What  were  her  feelings,  during  the  two  long 
hours  her  parents  were  absent !  How  she 
trembled,  when  she  heard  their  knock  !  She 
made  an  effort,  however,  and  resolved  instant- 
ly to  go  down,  own  the  truth,  and  express  the 
contrition  she  felt.  The  longer  she  should  de- 
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lay  the  confession,  the  more  terrible  the  task 
would  be.  She  hurried  down  stairs,  trembling 
violently,  and  met  her  parents  at  the  parlour 
door.  Her  eyes  were  swelled,  and  red  with 
crying,  and  her  cheeks  were  as  pale  as  death  : 
she.  was  really  an  object  of  compassion. 

"  Julia,  my  love,  what  is  the  matter?"  said 
the  anxious  parents,  with  tender  alarm  :  "  are 
you  ill  ?" 

Julia  could  only  answer  by  a  flood  of  tears  ; 
her  sobs  prevented  her  from  speaking. 

"  Has  any  accident  happened  in  our  absence  ? 
Have  you  met  with  any  misfortune  ?"  asked 
Mrs.  Marchmont :  "do  not  cry  so,  but  let  us 
hear  what  it  is.  We  know  you  are  a  very 
good  and  careful  little  girl,  in  general,  and  ac- 
cidents may  happen  to  the  most  careful  per- 
sons." 

"  Mamma,"  sobbed  out  the  penitent  Julia, 
*'  I  am  not  worthy  of  your  kindness  ;  I  have 
been  a  very  naughty  girl !  I  have  disobeyed  my 
papa,  and  you !  I  longed  to  see  the  clock,  papa 
promised  to  show  me,  and  I  thought  there  could 
be  no  harm  in  looking  through  the  keyhole  ;  ! 
went  to  the  study  door,  it  was  left  ajar,  I  forgot 
papa's  orders,  aad — T" 
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Poor  Julia  could  not  proceed — her  sobs  al- 
most choked  her. 

Pacify  yourself,  Julia,"  said  Mr.  Marchmont, 
mildly,  "  you  have,  it  seems,  greatly  forgotten 
yourself,  and  I  fear,  by  this  extreme  sorrow, 
that  you  have  done  some  serious  mischief:  but 
your  honesty,  in  telling  the  truth,  and  the  con- 
trition you  express,  are  praise-worthy,  and 
shall  be  remembered.  Come  with  me  to  the 
study,  and  show  us  what  it  is  you  have  done." 

Julia,  who  always  wished  to  obey  her  dear 
parents,  endeavoured  to  calm  herself,  and  fol- 
lowed them  to  the  study,  with  downcast  eyes 
and  a  trembling  step  :  but,  when  they  entered 
the  room,  and  she  saw  the  eye  of  her  father 
directed  toward  the  clock,  her  sobs  and  tears, 
in  her  despite,  again  were  violent. 

"  Good  God  !"  said  Mr.  Marchmont,  who 
went  up  and  examined  the  table  clock ;  "  I 
was  afraid  it  was  something  of  serious  conse- 
quence, that  made  the  child  so  terribly  agita- 
ted :  the  clock,  that  I  value  so  much,  is  per- 
haps totally  spoiled." 

"  How  did  it  happen,  Julia  ?"  asked  Mrs. 
Marchmont,  wiping  the  eyes  of  her  little  girl. 
"  I  know  you  will  speak  the  truth.  Tell  QS 
how  you  broke  the  clock,'' 
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;:  Why,  mamma,  I  took  into  my  hands,  to 
look  at  it  near  ;  I  thought  it  was  quite  safe,  and 
I  held  it  fast ;  but  the  postman  gave  a  loud 
rap,  just  as  I  was  going  to  put  it  again  on  the, 
table  ;  I  was  startled,  and  let  the  clock  fall. 
Oh,  how  sorry  I  am !"  continued  Julia,  again 
bursting  into  tears.  "  You  and  my  papa  can- 
not forgive  me,  for  being  so  naughty  and  care- 
less, I  am  sure  !" 

"  Oh  Miss,  but  I  dare  say  your  parents  will 
forgive  you,  when  they  know  all,"  said  Hetty, 
who  had  hastened  up  stairs,  generously  deter- 
mined to  make  the  excellent  conduct  of  her 
young  lady  known,  that  she  might  be  the  more 
readily  forgiven.  "  Sir,"  continued  the  kind- 
hearted  girl,  "  though  Miss  Julia  forgot  your 
orders,  -and  let  the  clock  fall,  she  is  the  best 
and  most  dutiful  young  lady  in  the  world.  I 
was  afraid  that  my  young  lady  would  be  se- 
verely corrected,  as  I  have  seen  the  children  of 
my  late  master  and  mistress,  for  breaking  things 
of  much  less  value,  and  1  would  have  laid  the 
fault  on  Jolter  ;  but  JVIiss  Julia  would  not  hear 
of  it  :  she  would  rather  incur  any  punishment 
than  join  in  telling  a  falsehood,  and  deceive 
you  and  my  mistress,  Sir,  Pray  Madam,  prat 
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Sir,  do  forgive  Miss  Julia!  I  ask  your  pardon, 
for  having  wished  to  make  her  join  in  a  false- 
hood. I  feel  I  did  very  wrong  ;  but  I  love 
Miss  Julia  so  dearly  !  And  I  was  so  afraid  that 
she  would  be  severely  punished  !  I  hope  you 
will  have  the  goodness  not  to  turn  me  away !" 

The  tender  parents,  infinitely  more  delight- 
ed at  this  proof  of  their  daughter's  affection 
and  rectitude  of  heart,  than  grieved  at  the  mis- 
chief she  had  done,  caught  the  weeping  Julia 
in  their  arms,  and  tenderly  caressed  her. 

"•  My  dear  little  girl,"  said  Mr.  Marchmont, 
"  always  act  with  this  praise-worthy  fortitude, 
and  virtuous  adherence  to  truth,  and  you  can 
never  lose  the  tender  affection  we  bear  you. 
The  spoiling  perhaps  of  a  clock,  worth  twenty 
guineas,  which  I  beside  valued  for  the  ingenu- 
ity of  its  workmanship,  and  the  sake  of  the 
friend  who  sent  it  me,  is  certainly  a  vexatious 
circumstance  :  I  hope  and  trust  it  will  teach 
you  in  future  to  restrain  your  inclination, 
whenever  it  shall  interfere  with  the  obedience 
you  owe  to  your  parents,  and  persons  more 
experienced  than  yourself.  You  were  very 
wrong,  first  to  go  into  the  study,  and  then  to 
meddle  with  the  clock  :  you  have  often  heard 
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me  say  clocks  and  such  things  ought  not  to  be 
handled,  except  by  persons  who  know  what 
they  are  about,  and  who  have  a  right  to  touch 
them.  It  was  no  less  careless  in  me  not  to 
lock  the  study  door  .  I  trusted  too  implicitly  to 
your  prudence  :  both  you  and  I.  my  dear,  in 
future,  must  think  of  consequences  before  we 
act.  In  any  case,  whatever  fault  or  damage 
you  may  commit,  never,  my  dear  little  girl,  de- 
part from  that  courageous  rectitude,  which 
will  make  you  a  good  and  happy  woman  !  Ne- 
ver lose  that  self-esteem,  which  would  console 
you  under  the  severest  punishment !  Always 
speak  the  truth,  and  you  will  always  be  loved 
and  respected." 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Marchmont  then  spoke  kindly 
but  seriously  to  Hetty,  and  warned  her  of  the 
destructive  consequences,  not  to  say  the  wick- 
edness of  teaching  children  to  tell  falsehoods, 
and  deceive  their  parents.  They  likewise 
added,  it  was  only  in  consideration  of  her  igno- 
rance of  the  mischief  she  was  doing,  and  the 
enormity  of  which  she  was  guilty,  that  induced 
them  to  let  her  stay,  after  so  culpable  a  breach 
of  the  fidelity  she  owed  her  employers. 


40  THE  HISTORY  OF 

*•  Vover,*'  said  Mr.  Mnrchmont,  "  conld  I 
forgive  a  second  fault  of  this  nature,  or  suffer 
a  servant,  who  should  again  attempt  to  teach 
my  child  to  deceive  her  parents  to  remain 
in  the  house.  I  believe  you  to  be  an  honest 
good  girl,  and  am  greatly  pleased  with  your 
coming  forward  in  this  open  manner,  to  atone, 
for  the  grave  fault  you  had  committed.  Now 
that  you  are  made  fully  sensible  of  the  wick- 
edness of  such  conduct,  I  am  well  assured  you 
yre  too  good  ever  again  to  fall  into  the  same 
error.  I  never  use  severe  measures  with  my 
child  ;  I  think  them  equally  injudicous  and  un- 
necessary ;  but,  if  I  were  even  a  severe  father, 
nothing  could  excuse  the  vice  of  persons,  in  my 
service,  who  should  teach  my  child  to  be  false, 
and  artful.  But  you  have  given  proof  of  a 
good  heart.  You  must  give  me  your  promise 
to  observe  our  orders.  I  think  you  now  un- 
derstand your  duty,  and  have  no  doubt  that 
rou  will  continue  and  do  well  in  our  service. 
And  you,  Julia,  continued  the  worthy  gentle- 
man, turning  to  his  daughter,  "if  ever  any 
person  should  advise  you  to  tell,  or  join  in,  a 
falsehood,  you  must  immediately  acquaint  me 
and  your  mamma,  or  we  shall  no  longer  place 
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that  confidenco  we  now  have  in  you,  or  love 
you  so  tenderly." 

Hetty,  convinced  that  she  had  been  infinitely 
more  to  blame  than  she  herself  had  supposed, 
and  grateful  for  the  kindness  she  received, 
made  the  promise  required  of  her.  As  she 
was  truly  attached  to  her  employers,  and  ho- 
nest of  heart,  she  kept  that  promise,  and  lived 
many  years  in  Mr.  Marchmont's  family,  which 
she  only  quitted  to  marry  a  worthy  shop- 
keeper, with  whom  she  lived  happy  and  re- 
spected. 


I  2 
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CHAPTER    IV. 

AMONG  other  excellent  qualities,  which  Mr. 
Marchmont  and  his  amiable  wife  instilled  into 
their  daughter's  mind,  was  that  of  patiently 
and  courageously  suffering  pain.  Whenever 
she  hurt  herself,  they  were  eager  to  give  her 
immediate  relief;  but  they  did  not  weaken  her 
mind  by  bestowing  false  pity,  and  permitting 
her  to  whine  and  cry,  as  some  children  do, 
making  themselves  and  every  body  else  un- 
comfortable. They  encouraged  Julia  to  bear 
pain  with  fortitude,  by  judicious  praise  ;  and 
inspired  her  with  emulation,  by  reciting  exam- 
ples of  juvenile  courage. 

Before  I  conclude  th.e  incidents  of  Julia's 
childhood,  I  must  solicit  the  reader  to  listen  to 
one  more  anecdote. 

Julia  was  very  active  and  industrious  ;  her 
mother,  while  she  had  instructed  her  in  those 
accomplishments  which  make  young  women 
agreeable  in  society,  had  taught  her  to  be  a 
£ood  housewife  ;  whieb  is  always  useful,  and 
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often  absolutely  necessary  to  a  young  person, 
in  whatever  situation  of  life  she  may  be  placed. 
When  Julia  was  twelve  years  of  age  she  couM 
see  that  every  thing  was  neat,  and  properly 
arranged,  in  the  apartments  ;  and.  often,  for 
exercise,  would  help  to  make  the  beds,  and 
rub  the  mahogany  furniture,  herself.  She  had 
no  false  pride  ;  she  thought  it  no  disgrace  to 
make  herself  acquainted  with  household  affairs, 
and  to  learn  to  do  every  thing  that  the  mistress 
of  a  family  should  understand. 

One  morning  as  Julia,  who  might  be  between 
twelve  and  thirteen  years  of  age,  was  putting 
her  room  to  rights,  she  ran  a  small  needle  into 
her  hand,  in  rubbing  down  the  green  baize, 
which  covered  her  work  table.  It  was  run  too 
jfar  in  for  any  person,  except  a  surgeon,  to  ex- 
tract it.  When  the  accident  happened,  the 
pain  was  great,  and  drew  at  first  an  exclamatioi 
from  Julia ;  but  she  neither  screamed  nor 
cried  :  she  went  to  her  father  and  mother,  and 
begging  them  not  to  be  alarmed,  told  them 
calmly  what  had  happened,  blaming  her  own 
carelessness,  in  having  left  a  needle  in  the 
baize.  They  praised  the  courage  with  which 
Julia  bore  the  pain,  and  resolved  immediately 


44  ^HEJHISTORY  OF 

to  take  her  to  Mr.  Rainston,  the  family  surgeon, 
a  man  of  acknowledged  skill  in  his  profession, 
and  no  less  celebrated  for  his  active  benevo- 
lence and  humanity,  than  for  the  soundness  of 
his  understanding.  Si 

Though  the  tender  parents  (the  mother  in 
particular)  were  alarmed,  they  had  sufficient 
command  over  their  feelings  not  to  betray  their 
anxious  fears  to  their  daughter,  or  set  her  an 
example  of  cowardice.  Julia  continued  calm 
and  cheerful. 

When  they  reached  the  house  of  Mr.  Rain- 
stcn,  that  gentleman  was  not  at  home,  but  he 
was  expected  back  very  shortly.  Mr.  Rain- 
stor/s  \ouse  was  at  some  distance  from  their 
own  ;  Mr.  Marchmont,  therefore,  thought  it 
best  to  wait.  It  was  however  full  three  quar- 
ters of  an  hou**  beiore  Mr.  Rain-ton  returned. 
Julia  was  in  great  pc.in.  but  she  bore  it  with 
fortitude,  anr1,  diverged  her  thoughts  by  con- 
versing cheerfully  with  her  excellent  parents. 

Mr.  Rainston  at  length  came  home,  and,  be- 
ing told  that  Mr.  Marchmont,  with  his  wife  and 
daughter,  bud  been  waiting  for  him,  hastened 
to  tfive  them  a  cordial  welcome.  When  he 
examined  Julia's  hand,  he  said  it  would  be  ne- 
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cessary  to  cut  that  side  open  into  which  the 
needle  had  run,  for  it  had  penetrated  too  deep 
to  he  extracted  any  other  way. 

"  The  operation  will  be  painful,  my  dear 
Miss  Julia, "said  the  friendly  surgeon  ;  but  from 
what  I  know  of  my  friend's  system  of  educa- 
tion, and  what  I  have  observed  of  you,  my 
good  young  lady,  I  shall  be  much  surprised  if 
you  do  not  bear  it  with  fortitude." 

"  Oh,  there  is  no  fear  of  Julia's  behaving  ill," 
said  Mr.  Marchmont,  tenderly  kissing  his 
daughter.  "  I  can  safely  affirm  that  you  will 
not  find  her  a  troublesome  patient ;  so,  my  deaf 
Sir,  you  may  begin  the  operation  as  soon  as 
you  please." 

"  Well,  Miss  Julia,  speak,"  continued  Mr. 
Rainston  jocosely,  "  are  you  willing  to  put 
yourself  into  the  hands  of  such  a  merciless  fel- 
low as  mysel£$  Do  not  my  very  looks  inspire 
you  writh  terror  ? 

No,  Sir,"  replied  Julia  calmly  ;  "  I  know 
you  will  not  put  me  to  unnecessary  pain,  and 
tlmt  which  is  unavoidable  I  must  bear  with  con- 
stancy. "' 

"  You  are  a  brave  girl,"  answered  Mr. 
Mr.  Rainston,  '"  and  1  love  your  resolution  ;  so 
we  will  now  begin  the  operation." 
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Mr.  Rainston  then  took  out  his  case  of  sur- 
gical instruments,  the  sight  alone  of  which 
would  have  frightened  a  young  girl  who  had 
been  indulged  in  habits  of  mental  and  bodily 
cowardice.  Julia,,  however,  who  had  received 
a  very  different  education,  continued  firm,  and 
betrayed  no  symptoms  of  fear.  She  held  her 
hand  steadily,  without  assistance,  while  the 
painful  operation  was  performed,  and  did  not 
once  shrink.  Her  parents,  who  inwardly  felt 
more  perhaps  than  their  Julia,  bestowed  just 
praise,  and  the  most  tender  caresses  on  their 
daughter  ;  when  the  operation  was  over,  Mr. 
Rainston  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  admiration  : 

"  Miss  Julia,  I  am  not  a  man  to  pay  compli- 
ments and  make  young  ladies  vain  ;  but  I  must 
say,  you  are  a  noble  girl !  you  have  even  ex- 
ceeded my  hopes !  I  would  sooner  have  to 
perform  the  most  difficult  oj^pration  for  a 
young  lady  like  yourself,  than  even  the  most 
simple  for  the 'gfyperality  of  misses,  ay,  and  of 
masters,  too,  who  will  faint  at  the  sight  of  a 
lancet,  and  by  their  contemptible  cowardice 
often  endanger  their  own  lives  and  our  reputa- 
tion. They  shah1 -be  told  of  Miss  Julia's  forti- 
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tude  and  good  sense,  that,  if  possible  they  may 
be  shamed  out  of  their  cowardice." 

How  delighted  were  the  tender  parents  to 
hear  the  just  praise  bestowed  on  their  beloved 
child,  by  a  man  of  acknowledged  talents,  whose 
understanding  was  of  the  first  order,  and  who 
was  universally  admired  and  esteemed  !  Julia 
herself,  it  must  be  owned,  felt  highly  gratified  ; 
and  the  strong  censure  and  irony,  with  which 
Mr.  Rainston  treated  cowardice,  made  her  still 
more  forcibly  estimate  the  true  value  of  forti- 
tude. Her  hand  soon  healed,  and  she  took 
care  in  future  to  examine  her  table,  before  she 
put  her  work  by,  that  needles  might  not  b^ 
left,  to  run  into  her  own  or  other  people's 
hands. 
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CHAPTER   V. 

JLI.IA  had  now  attained  her  eighteenth  year  : 
her  person,  though  not  beautiful,  was  striking- 
ly attractive  ;  her  countenance  was  sweet ;  her 
tine  blue  eyes  were  expressive,  and  her  man- 
ner truly  engaging.  She  played  in  a  superior 
style  on  the  harp,  sung  with  taste  and  feeling, 
but  without  affectation,  and  drew  admirably 
well.  In  short,  she  was  acknowledged  to  be  a 
very  accomplished  young  lady.  To  a  disposi- 
tion uncommonly  sweet,  she  joined  great  vi- 
vacity, and  a  sound  understanding  :  her  heart 
was  fitted  to  taste  the  pure  delights  of  friend- 
ship, affection,  and  benevolence,  but  she  was 
neither  romantic  nor  ostentation^;  a  charming 
candour  and  simplicity  pervadia  every  word 
and  action,  and  her  disposition  was  truly  affec- 
tionate. 

Such  was  Julia  at  eighteen,  owing  to  the  ten- 
der cares  and  excellent  management  of  her  ju- 
dicious parents.  In  her  dress,  she  was  re- 
marked for  her  elegant  simplicity  :  no  young 


JULIA  MARCHMONT.  49 

lady  had  a  more  delicate  sense  of  pf  opriety  and 
true  taste  ;  yet  dress,  with  Julia,  was  but  a 
secondary  object.  The  cultivation  of  her  mind, 
and  the  most  scrupulous  discharge  of  her  filial 
and  social  duties,  were  the  objects  nearest  to 
her  heart. 

A  young  lady  so  accomplished,  and  prepos- 
sessing in  her  appearance,  could  not  but  gain 
general  admiration  ;  and,  when  known,  she 
was  certain  of  being  beloved.  She  was  so  un- 
assuming, so  ready  to  oblige,  so  attentive  to 
the  feelings  of  others,  that  even  the  ill-natured 
and  envious  could  not  resist  the  fascination  of 
her  manners  and  the  excellence  of  her  dispo- 
sition. She  was  the  pride  and  delight  of  her 
happy  parents,  who,  had  they  only  consulted 
their  own  gratification,  would  have  wished 
never  to  have  parted  with  her  ;  but  they  knew 
that,  if  called  upon,  she  had  social  duties  to 
perform,  which  she  owed  both  to  society  and 
her  own  happiness.  She  was  formed  to  be  an 
excellent  wife  and  mother  :  her  heart  w^as  feel- 
ingly alive  to  the  social  affections,  and,  when  a 
worthy  candidate  to  her  love  should  offer  him- 
self, they  determined  to  wave  all  selfish  con- 
F  . 
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ski  orations,  and  exhort  their  daughter  to  ac- 
cept h'<  hand. 

Julia  herself,  sensible  of  what  she  owed  to 
the  Lest  of  parents,  would  willingly  have  de- 
voted her  Jiie  to  them  :  but  this  her  parents 
convinced  her  would  be  immoral,  should  a 
wv-ihy  opportunity  offer  of  making  the  virtues 
they  had  instilled  into  her  mind  beneficial  to 
society,  and  productive  of  increasing  happi- 
ness to  i-erself. 

"My  dear  child,"  said  they,  "  yon  have  du- 
ties to  perform,  LO  less  sacred  than  those  which 
you  new  so  virtuously  fulfil,  and  which  cannot 
lessen,  but  must  increase  your  happiness.  We 
well  know,"  added  the  tender  parents,  "  the 
grateful  affection  of  your  heart,  but  we  should 
be  sorry  to  take  a  selfish  advantage  of  that  a£ 
fection.  To  our  care,  dearest  Julia,  confide 
your  future  happiness  !  We  are.  its  most  anx- 
ious and  vigilant  guardians  :  we,  even  better 
than  yourself,  can  judge  what  best  will  recure 
it.  You  know  U:-  too  well  to  fear  we  should 
lay  any  valence  on  your  inclirutii.on&>  :  persua- 
sion {•-  i  ration-..1  rinriment  are  the  only  force 
we  slioll  ever  employ." 
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The  parents  of  Julia,  generously  foregoing 
every  selfish  consideration,  did  not  hold  such 
discourse  to  their  amiable  daughter  without  a 
motive.  Among  the  gentlemen,  who  vkited  at 
their  house,  was  Sir  Owen  Fitz-Owen,  a  Welch 
baronet,  of  an  ancient  family.  His  person, 
though  far  from  handsome,  was  far  from  dis- 
agreeable :  and,  had  he  been  even  plain,  the 
mental  qualities  Sir  Owen  possessed,  and  his 
pleasing  manners,  would,  in  the  eyes  of  every 
woman  of  sense,  have  made  him  appear  more 
amiable  than  the  most  handsome.  His  mind 
was  dignified  and  liberal,  his  understanding 
excellent,  and  his  deportment  lively,  yet  re- 
fined. He  was  the  master  of  a  large  fortune, 
which  he  applied  to  noble  purposes.  He  was 
the  friend  of  indigent  merit,  the  benefactor  of 
the  industrious  poor,  and  the  promoter  of  eve- 
ry useful  and  liberal  undertaking.  The  at- 
tractive person  of  Julia  made  an  impression  on 
the  baronet's  heart ;  but  her  amiable  disposi- 
tion and  prepossessing  manners,  charmed  him 
still  more. 

Though  the  fortune  of  Julia  was  by  no 
means  what  his  family  thought  he  had  a  right 
to  expect  with  his  wife,  Sir  Owen,  estimating 
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agreeable  talents  and  an  amiable  disposition 
above  riches,  determined  first  to  consult  his 
grandmother,  who  had  supplied  the  early  loss 
of  his  parents,  and  to  whom,  though  his  own 
master,  he  continued  to  pay  a  filial  respect ; 
he  then  meant  to  ask  Julia  in  marriage  of  her 
estimable  family.  The  Dowager  Lady  Fitz- 
Owen,  a  clever  sensible  woman,  but  fretful  in 
temper,  and,  owing  to  tfye  prejudices  of  old 
age,  by  no  means  so  liberal  of  mind  as  her 
grandson,  of  whom  however  she  was  dotingly 
fond,  lived  constantly  at  one  of  the  family 
seat*,  in  Wales.  The  old  lady  was  very  proud 
of  her  grandson  ;  she  had  beside  a  considera- 
ble s'ure  of  family  pride,  and  had  formed  ma- 
trimonitil  plans  of  aggrandizement,  which  she 
was  loath  to  relinquish.  She  at  first  would  not 
hear  of  Sir  Owen  marrying  a  young  person, 
who  had  little  or  no  fortune,  and  whose  family 
though  respectable,  was  by  no  means  as  noble 
as  their  own.  Cut  finding  the  baronet  deter- 
mined not  to  marry  the  lady  she  recommended 
to  him,  and  that  his  affections  were  seriously 
engaged,  after  much  entreat}',  the  dowager 
gave  her  reluctant  consent,  and  Sir  Owen  im- 
mediately returned  to  town. 
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The  secret  sentiments  of  that  gentleman, 
though  for  months  they  had  been  buried  in  his 
own  bosom,  had  not  escaped  the  penetration 
of  the  anxious  parents  ;  though  Julia,  modestly 
diffident  of  her  merit  and  personal  attractions, 
was  but  little  conscious  of  the  impression  they 
had  made  on  the  baronet's  heart.  She  esteemed 
the  character  of  Sir  Owen,  thought  him  highly 
amiable,  and  took  more  pleasure  in  his  society 
than  in  that  of  any  other  person,  but  she  had 
no  suspicion  that  she  was  beloved  by  him.  Sir 
Owen  was  not  a  man  to  pay  compliments,  or 
even  express  by  language  the  admiration  he 
felt ;  but,  to  a  keen  observer  of  human  nature, 
his  countenance  and  manner  denoted  what  his 
feelings  were. 

On  his  return  to  town,  Sir  Owen  requested 
a  conference  with  Mr.  Marchmont ;  and,  open- 
ly avowing  his  sentiments  in  animated  language, 
and  expressing  a  modest  diffidence  of  his  own 
merit,  asked  if  he  might  be  permitted  to  hope 
that  his  addresses  would  be  acceptable  to  Julia, 
and  her  family  ? 

Mr.  Marchmont  as  frankly  answered,  "  that 
both  his  wife  and  himself  had  perceived  the 
baronet's  attachment  with  pleasure  ;  that  mo- 
F2 
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tires  of  delicacy  and  prudence  had  made  them 
silent,  on  the  subject,  to  their  daughter,  whom 
they  believed  to  be  unconscious  of  the  regard 
she  had  iu?y.'ir«?d  ;  chat  they  would  ne.ver  force 
her  inclinations,  but  that  they  would  exert  all 
theii  influence  in  his  behalf ;  and,"  the  father 
added,  "  that  he  had  little  doubt  of  finding  Ju- 
lia just  to  his  merit,  and  willing  to  receive  his 
addresses." 

Sir  Owen  went  away  gratefully  sensible  of 
Mr.  MarchmonTs  good  will,  and  cherishing  a 
hope  that  he  should  have  a  companion,  as  de- 
serving as  she  was  amiable,  to  aid  him  in  his 
benevolent  exertions,  share  his  domestic  oc- 
cupations and  amusements,  and  enliven  his 
serious  moments,,  by  her  excellent  talents. 
He  truly  thought  that  such  qualities  were  in- 
finitely to  be  preferred,  in  a  wife,  to  great 
wealth.  The  sweetness  of  Julia's  disposition, 
and  her  forbearing  temper,  were  the  more  ac- 
ceptable to  Sir  Owen,  as  he  was,  though  kind, 
forgiving,  and  generous,  himself  of  an  impa- 
tient temper,  and  not  accustomed  to  meet  con- 
tradiction. 

Jnliu  was,  a?  .every  good  child  is.  very  loath 
to  quit  her  beloved  parents,  though  she  was 
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prepossessed  in  the  baronet's  favor,  and  thought 
herself  certain  of  being  happy  with  a  gentle- 
man, who  was  not  only  generally  esteemed, 
but  beloved,  by  all  those  with  whom  he  had 
any  intercourse  or  connexion.  The  sensible 
arguments  Mr.  Marchmont  and  his  excellent 
wife  alleged,  their  strong  recommendation  of 
Sir  Owen,  added  to  the  decided  preference  Ju- 
lia herself  felt,  in  comparing  the  baronet  to 
other  young  men,  whose  foppery,  conceit,  and 
frivolity,  she  had  observed,  at  length  conquer- 
ed her  reluctance  to  quit  her  dear  parents  : 
the  more  she  became  acquainted  with  Sir  Owen, 
the  more  amiable  and  estimable  she  found  that 
gentteman  ;  her,  grateful  and  affectionate  heart 
soon  sympathized  with  that  of  her  worthy  lo- 
ver, and  in  a  few  weeks  the  baronet  was  uni- 
ted to  his  amiable  Julia. 

The  irrascibility  of  Sir  Owen  had  been  ob- 
served by  Mr.  Marchmont  ;  but,  as  it  was  mo- 
mentary, and  accompanied  by  virtues  and  amia- 
ble qualities,  which  must  command  affection 
and  esteem,  it  did  not  give  him  alarm.  With 
a  woman  of  a  haughty,  sulky,  or  passionate 
temper,  it  might  have  been  dangerous  ;  but  he 
was  too  well  acquainted  with.the  mild  and  for- 
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bearing  disposition  of  Julia  to  dread  any  un- 
pleasant consequences.  It  might  occasion  her 
momentary  pain  ;  but,  in  every  situation,  how- 
ever happy,  and  with  every  person,  passionate 
or  mild,  inconveniences  or  objections,  of  some 
kind  or  other,  must  be  expected. 

The  tender  and  anxious  father,  however, 
warned  Julia  never  to  deviate  from  that  mild 
forbearance,  which,  from  her  infancy,  had 
made  her  so  generally  beloved  ;  and  which, 
even  if  she  should  marry  a  man  of  the  most 
violent  temper,  would  force  her  husband,  if  he 
had  common  humanity,  to  treat  her  kindly. 

"  You  must  expect,  my  dear  child,"  said 
Mr.  Marchmont,  that  a  man,  who  has  alf  the 
cares  of  the  world  to  encounter,  who  meets 
with  vexations  and  disappointments,  which 
never  fall  upon  the  female,  will  have  moments 
of  ill-humor,  and  pettishness.  It  is  at  these 
moments,  particularly,  that  you  should  be  gen- 
tle, forbearing,  .and  most  assiduous  to  please  ; 
yet  without  the  appearance  of  seeming  to  think 
your  husband  out  of  temper  :  your  efforts  to 
soothe  should  be  made  with  caution,  and  deli- 
cacy ;  for  too  much  officiousness,  at  such  times, 
may  do  harm  :  the  wisest  and  best  of  men  have 
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their  little  foibles,  and  they  do  not  like,  nor  is 
it  becoming  in  their  wives  to  be  the  first  to  dis- 
cover them.  It  is  the  peculiar  duty  of  your 
sex  to  be  mild,  yielding,  and  delicately  alive  to 
the  feelings  of  your  husband  :  it  is  the  only 
manner  in  which  you  can  prove  that  you  are 
grateful  for  the  protection  and  real  tenderness 
you  experience  from  the  husband,  who,  though 
he  may  be  impatient  in  trifles,  and  occasionally 
unjust  or  peevish,  will  cherish  you  in  health 
or  sickness,  and  would  protect  you,  from  in- 
sult or  injury,  with  his  life.  The  wife,  who 
values  her  husband's  or  her  own  happiness, 
will  always  keep  this  in  her  recollection  :  she 
will  bear  and  forbear !  And  such  a  wife  .ac- 
quires a  lasting  empire  over  the  mind  of  her 
husband,  and  sets  a  bright  example  to  her  sex. 
You,  my  dear  child,  are  peculiarly  fitted,  from 
your  education  and  habits,  to  make  an  exem- 
plary wife.  Sir  Owen  is  an  excellent  man  ; 
he  tenderly  loves  you  ;  he  has  an  irrascible 
but  not  a  stern  or  despotic  temper.  Sooth  his 
moments  of  impatience  with  the  gentleness  so 
lovely  in  your  sex,  particularly  in  a  wife  ;  con- 
sider how  you  can  best  ward  off  altercation  ; 
kindly  bear  with  his  faults  ;  never  forget  hovr 
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greatly  they  are  overbalanced  by  his  virtues  , 
and  I  foresee  that  you  will  be  the  happiest  of 
women.  If  you  find  his  relations,  particularly 
his  grandmother,  whom  he  justly  regains  with 
filial  reverence,  disposed  not  to  like  you,  which 
I  should  scarcely  think  could  be  the  case,  or 
should  their  tempers  and  dispositions  be  r  con- 
genial to  your  own,  always  bear  in  mind  that, 
as  your  husband's  relations,  they  claim  your 
respect ;  and  that  you  cannot  give  a  more  une- 
quivocal proof  of  your  affection  than  by  en- 
deavouring to  conciliate  their  good  will,  and 
by  treating  their  faults  with  forbearance. 
However  painful,  at  moments,  such  forbear- 
ance may  be,  it  finally  will  secure  not  only  the 
happiness  of  your  family  but  your  own  ;  and 
the  lasting  esteem  and  self-satisfaction,  which 
such  conduct  must  inevitably  create,  will  com- 
pensate for  the  temporary  mortifications  you 
may  experience," 

Such  was  the  excellent  advice  the  worthy  fa- 
ther gave  ;  and  the  tender  mother  was  no  less 
anxious  to  impress  on  her  daughter's  mind  the 
duties  of  a  good  wife,  which  she  had  herself 
scrupulously  fulfilled.  She  enforced  the  wise 
precepts  Mr.  Marchmont  had  given,  and  ad- 
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ded  other  instructions,  less  important,  but  very 
necessary,  to  secure  the  attachment  of  the 
husband,  and  make  the  wife  happy.  Women 
can  best  feel  these  minutiae,  and  Mrs.  March- 
mont  spared  no  pains  to  impress  them  on  the 
mind  of  her  daughter. 

"  Julia,"  said  the  amiable  lady,  "  it  is  not 
sufficient  to  be  mild  and  yielding  ;  that  cer- 
tainly will  prevent  dissention,  and  lay  the 
foundation  of  domestic  happiness  :  but,  there 
are  niceties  to  be  observed,  which,  however 
tniiing  they  may  appear,  greatly  influence  the 
happiness  or  misery  of  married  persons.  The 
wife,  who  sinks  into  the  mere  housekeeper, 
grows  negligent  in  her  dress,  and  no  longer 
tries  those  means  of  pleasing,  which  she  suc- 
cessfully practised  before  marriage,  let  her  be 
ever  so  mild  and  complying,  may  have  the 
esteem  of  her  husband,  but  she  cannot  make 
him  happy,  or  retain  his  love.  If  she  would 
make  home  the  most  agreeable  place  to  her 
husband,  she  must  exert  her  talents  to  amuse 
his  leisure  hours  ;  her  conversation  must  be 
animated,  or  serious,  as  circumstances  shall 
require  ;  and  she  must  be  watchful  of  every 
trifle,  which  can  give  variety  to  their  domestic 
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pleasures.  She  must  not  expect  that  her  hns- 
band,  after  marriage,  will  continue  to  address 
her  in  the  language  of  enthusiastic  rapture  :  his 
actions  will  prove  the  sincerity  of  his  affection, 
and  the  tender  interest  he  will  take  in  her  hap- 
piness, to  a  woman  of  sense,  will  be  infinitely 
more  grateful  than  the  exaggerated  flattery  of 
the  lover.  A  strict  attention  to  neatness,  and 
simple  elegance  in  dress,  is  even  more  neces- 
sary after  marriage  than  before.  It  is  by  fall- 
ing into  slovenly  negligent  habits  that  so  many 
wives,  excellent  in  other  respects,  give  disgust 
to  their  husbands  ;  who  impute  that  negligence 
to  want  of  affection,  when  it  frequently  arises 
merely  from  an  utter  ignorance  of  the  mischief 
it  produces.  You,  my  dear  Julia,  I  trust,  will 
not  fall  into  this  mistake  ;  which  can  only  be 
excused  in  the  mother  of  a  large  family,  whose 
fortune  is  insufficient  for  their  support ;  but 
which  would  be  in  excusable  in  the  wife  of  a 
rich  man. 

"  Beware  no  less  of  running  into  the  con- 
trary extreme,  and  of  involving  your  husband 
in  unnecessary  expense.  Recollect  that  only 
those  persons,  who  are  moderate  in  their  de- 
sires, and  economical  in  their  habits,  can  do 
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good   to   others   without   injury    to   their  ia- 
mily." 

Julia  gratefully  treasured  the  inestimable 
advice  of  her  worthy  parents,  and  promised 
them  to  be  as  good  a  wife  as  she  had  been  a 
daughter. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

THE  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  who  hated 
London,  not  cordially  approving  the  choice  of 
Sir  Owen,  and  being  a  total  stranger  to  Julia 
and  her  family,  did  not  choose  to  come  up  to 
town,  in  the  depth  of  winter,  to  assist  at  the 
marriage  of  her  grandson  :  she  pleaded  her 
age  and  infirmities  :  but  it  was  agreed  that  the 
new  married  pair,  after  spending  the  winter 
and  spring  in  London  at  the  house  of  Mr. 
Marchmont,  for  that  of  the  baronet  was  fitting 
up,  should  go  in  the  summer  to  visit  the  old 
lady. 

This  arrangement,  which  Sir  Owen  made  to 
oblige  his  wife  and  her  family,  was  gratefully 
assented  to  by  Julia,  who  was  most  happy  not 
immediately  to  be  separated  from  her  beloved 
parents,  to  go  among  strangers.  IvJr.  March- 
mont and  his  wife  felt  no  less  grcJ-  :d,  by  the 
obliging  attention  of  tiif>  b^-onet,  and  ha^  ..ve- 
ry reason  to  rejoice  at  having  bestov  d  '  ^jir 
daughter  on  so  excellent  and  amiable  a  man. 
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Sir  Owen  found  equal  cause  to  be  satisfied 
with  the  union  he  had  formed,  and  with  the  re- 
lations of  his  wife  :  nevet  were  persons  more 
united  or  mutually  desirous  to  please.  Julia, 
notwithstanding  the  frequent  starts  of  impa- 
tience, which  escaped  her  husband,  but  which 
she  good-humoredly  bore,  justly  thought  her- 
self the  most  fortunate  and  happy  of  women. 

While  Julia  was  tasting  the  purest  felicity, 
in  the  bosom  of  her  affectionate  family,  a  cruel 
blow  was  impending,  and  she  soon  was  to  exert 
the  fortitude  her  judicious  parents  had  incul- 
cated, and  put  in  practice  the  excellent  advice 
they  had  bestowed.  About  six  weeks  after 
their  marriage,  one  morning,  as  Julia  who  had 
been  out  with  her  mother,  came  into  the  par- 
lour, Sir  Owen  met  her  with  a  gravity  too 
marked  not  to  be  perceived. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  dear  Fitz-Owen," 
asked  Julia,  a  little  alarmed  ;  *'  you  look  as  if 
you  had  bad  news  to  communicate." 

*'  I  have  indeed  news  to  communicate,  dear 
Julia,"  answered  the  kind  husband,  "  which  I 
fear  will  afflict  you.  I  have  just  received  a 
letter,  from  my  grandmother  ;  who  insists  on 
my  taking  you  immediately  down  into  Wales. 


64  THE  HISTORY  OF 

The  lady  who  lived  with  her  as  a  companion, 
owing  to  some  misunderstanding,  has.  suddenly 
left  her  ;  and  Lady  Fitz-Owen.  cannot  endure 
to  be  quite  alone.  I  am  grieved,  my  love,  to 
take  you,  in  this  rigorous  season,  into  the  drea- 
ry country,  away  from  your  friends  ;  and  I  am 
no  less  sorry  to  quit  them  myself;  but,  if  we 
refuse  to  go,  I  fear  my  grandmother  will,  con- 
ceive she  has  just  cause  of  offence  ;  and  I 
would  not  willingly  offend  one  who  has  been  a 
second  parent  to  me,  and  to  whom  I  owe  all  fi- 
lial respect." 

<;  Do  not  grieve  on  my  account,  dear  Fitz- 
Owen,"  replied  Julia,  suppressing  the  rising 
sigh,  and  speaking  in  as  cheerful  a  tone  as  she 
could  assume  ;  "  though  I  must  own  I  am  sor- 
ry to  quit  my  dear  parents  immediately,  I  am 
happy  that  it  is  in  my  power  to  oblige  your  re- 
spected relation.  As  for  the  rigour  of  the  sea- 
son, and  the  dreariness  of  the  country,  they 
are  out  of  the  question  ;  I  am  young  and  strong, 
and  no  place  can  be  dreary,  when  I  am  with 
my  husband.  I  shall  make  it  my  study  to  gain 
the  affection  of  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  and  I  am  rea- 
dy to  go  as  soon  as  you  please,  my  dear." 
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**  You  are  the  sweet  complying  creature  I 
ever  thought  you,"  answered  the  pleased  hus- 
band, affectionately  embracing  Julia,  "  and  my 
grandmother,  I  am  sure,  when  she  knows  you, 
will  dote  upon  you. — And  can  you,  dear  ma- 
dam," continued  Sir  Owen,  addressing  himself 
to  Mrs.  Marchmont,  "  pardon  me  for  depriv- 
ing you  of  such  a  daughter's  society  ?  Can  you 
consent  to  part  with  her  so  soon  ?" 

<;  Certainly,"  replied  the  tender  mother, 
overcoming  the  chagrin  and  disappointment  she 
felt,  that  she  might  not  set  her  daughter  a  bad 
example,  "  I  should  be  the  last  person  to  dis- 
suade Julia  from  doing  her  duty,  and  paying 
that  affectionate  respect  she  owes  to  Lady 
Fitz-Owen,  as  her  husband's  near  relation, 
and  second  parent." 

The  parting  between  Julia  and  her  parents 
was  tender  ;  tears  were  shed  on  both  sides  ; 
Sir  Owen  himself  was  little  less  affected.  The 
prospect,  however,  of  a  speedy  re-union  soften- 
ed the  bitterness  of  the  separation. 

Sir  Owen,  by  the  kindest  attentions  during 
their  journey,  showed  how  sensible  he  was 
of  Julia's  immediate  compliance  with  his  ho- 
nored grandmother's  request :  the  value  ei' 
G  2 
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this  compliance  was  enhanced  by  the  good  hu- 
mor with  which  it  was  given,  and  the  equani- 
mity with  which  she  had  received  a  summons 
so  afflicting.  Julia,  on  her  part,  would  not 
indulge  in  melancholy  feelings,  which  would 
have  made  her  husband  uneasy,  but  preserved 
a  good-humored  serenity,  and  endeavoured  to 
be  cheerful.  It  cost  her  no  little  effort,  but 
the  grateful  affection  of  her  beloved  husband 
more  than  repaid  the  exertion.  As  they  drew 
near  Lewellen  Castle,  the  place  of  their  desti- 
nation, the  baronet,  who  wished  to  prepare 
his  wife  for  the  little  vexations,  which  the 
peevish  humors  and  rooted  prejudices  of  his 
grandmother  might  occasion  her,  thus  addres- 
sed the  amiable  Julia. 

"  My  love,"  said  the  kind  husband,  "you 
have  the  sweetest  of  dispositions,  and  are  more 
fitted  than  any  woman  I  ever  knew  to  concili- 
ate the  esteem  and  affection  of  those  around 
you.  I  feel  assured  that  when  you  are  once 
known  to  her,  my  grandmother  must  love  you  ; 
but  she  has  rooted  prejudices,  and,  like  most 
people  of  her  advanced  age,  is  apt  to  be  fret- 
ful, and  peevish.  Though  prejudiced,  she  is 
a  woman  of  strong  understanding,  and  she 
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thinks  herself  superior  to  most  of  her  sex.  Her 
manners,  toward  young  women,  who  are  stran- 
gers to  her,  are  stern  and  cold  ;  but  if,  on  ac- 
quaintance, she  finds  them  worthy  of  her  es- 
teem, she  attaches  herself  to  them  with  warmth, 
and  shows  them  every  attention.  If  you,  my 
dear  Julia,  can  as  patiently  bear  her  occasion- 
al peevishness  as  you  do  my  momentary  impa- 
tience, she  will  soon  love  you,  as  her  own 
child.'* 

"  1  hope,  dear  Fitz-Owen,"  replied  Julia, 
*•  that  neither  yourself  nor  your  respected  re- 
lation will  ever  have  to  complain  of  my  con- 
duct. Old  age,  in  particular,  has  a  claim  to 
our  forbearance.  It  would  be  cruel  to  embit- 
ter the  painful  sense  elderly  people  have  of 
their  infirmities,  by  failing  in  that  kindness  and 
respect  which  is  their  due.  Could  I  ever  for- 
get my  duty  so  far  as  to  be  guilty  of  this  omis- 
sion, I  should  be  unworthy  of  the  tender  affec- 
tion you  bear  me." 

"  Admirable  parents  !"  exclaimed  Sir  Owen  ; 
"  what  do  I  not  owe  you  !  You  have  given  me 
a  companion,  who,  were  I  in  poverty  or  mis- 
fortune, would  prove  the  greatest  blessing  the 
heart  of  rnan  coujd  desire  !  Oh,  that  every 
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daughter  were  blessed  with  parents  so  judi- 
cious, so  capable  of  making  them  all  that  is 
amiable  and  excellent!" 

How  delightful  to  the  affectionate  Julia,  was 
this  animated  praise  of  her  beloved  parents,  in 
the  mouth  of  a  husband  who  had  her  tenderest 
affection  !  Tears  of  gratitude  and  filial  tender- 
ness flowed  unrestrained  ;  and  Sir  Owen,  at 
once  gratified  and  affected,  wiped  them  away 
with  feelings  of  the  truest  pleasure. 

While  the  amiable  pair  are  on  their  way  to 
Lewellin  Castle,  let  us  take  post,  and  arrive 
there  first,  to  inquire  into  the  feelings  of  the 
Dowager  Lady  Fits-Owen,  and  learn  what  kind 
of  welcome  Julia  has  to  expect.  It  will  be 
necessary  to  take  a  few  retrograde  steps,  and 
make  the  reader  acquainted  with  the  true  mo- 
tive which  induced  the  good  old  lad),  who  at 
first  had  little  desire  to  see  her  new  relation,  to 
send  an  urgent  express,  to  demand  the  imme- 
diate visit  of  Julia. 

It  was  not  the  being  left  without  a  companion ;  • 
that  was  a  mere  pretence  :  Lridy  Fitz-Owen 
would  have  found  little  difficulty  in  procuring 
a  successor.  The  fact  was,  that  the  worthy 
dowager  had  met  some  ladies,  at  a  neighbour- 
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ing  scat,  just  after  she  had  dismissed  her  com- 
panion, who  had  seen  Julia  in  London,  at  dif- 
ferent parties,  had  heard  her  sing  and  play, 
and  had  been  delighted  with  the  sprightly  viva- 
city of  her  manners.  They  spoke  with  enthu- 
siasm of  her  talents,  and  observed,  with  an  eye 
perhaps  to  their  own  gratification,  how  agreea- 
bly these  talents  would  amuse  the  solitude  of 
the  Dowager  Lady  Fitz-Owen.  The  old  lady 
made  no  reply,  but  she  eagerly  seized  the 
hint. 

"  This  Julia  has  brought  my  grandson  little 
or  no  fortune,"  thought  the  dowager  :  "  she 
has  married  him  much  against  my  inclination  : 
she  consequently  owes  me  the  most  dutiful  re- 
spect and  attentive  kindness,  for  my  condescen- 
sion, in  suffering  a  }roung  woman  of  no  connex- 
ions, who  may  be  very  lovely  and  accomplished, 
but  who  certainly  was  not  a  proper  wife  for  Sir 
Owen,  to  enter  a  family  no  less  wealthy  than 
it  is  ancient.  If  she  have  talents,  it  becomes 
her  to  make  them  contribute  to  my  amuse- 
ment." 

Filled  with  these  ideas,  and  cherishing  un- 
consciously a  predilection  against  the  amiable 
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Julia,  the  old  lady  wrote  to  Sir  Owen,  of  whom, 
as  I  before  said,  she  was  dotingly  fond  ;  and 
on  whom  she  seldom  vented  her  fretful  hu- 
mors. 

The  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  on  the  other 
hand,  was  not  sorry  to  have  an  excuse  to  re- 
quest the  society  of  her  grandson,  who,  not- 
withstanding he  was  young,  of  a  lively  temper, 
and  fond  of  company,  had  spent  as  much  of  his 
time  with  her  as  he  could  well  spare.  It  must 
be  understood  that  Sir  Owen  was  not  an  idle 
man  of  fashion  ;  he  studied  the  fine  arts,  in- 
spected his  own  accounts,  occupied  himself  in 
making  improvements  on  his  estates,  saw  that 
his  stewards  neither  cheated  him  nor  oppress- 
ed hU  tenants,  and,  in  short,  cultivated  every 
useful  and  agreeable  talent. 

When  Sir  Owen  married,  however,  he  had 
flattered  himself  that  his  grandmother  would  be 
less  exigent,  and  not  expect  him  to  spend  a 
great  part  of  the  year  at  Lewellen  Castle.  He 
knew  that  every  creature  but  himself,  more  or 
less,  was  exposed  to  her  fretful  humours  :  and 
he  could  not  endure  that  the  gentle  Julia 
should,  for  a  length  of  time,  be  subjected  to 
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them.  He  had  therefore  so  arranged  his  af- 
fairs that  he  could  not  make  a  very  long  visit 
at  Lewellen  Castle,  though  he  little  foresaw  the 
severe  trials  his  dear  Julia  would  have  to  en- 
counter, or  the  cruel  motifications  which  await- 
ed hnr. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

DISINCLINED  as  the  Dowager  Lady  Fitz- 
Owen  was,  from  motives  of  family  pride  and 
interest,  to  like  Julia,  the  praises  bestowed 
on  her  instead  of  softening,  only  aggravated 
the  old  lady.  They  were  a  tacit  attack  on  her 
prejudices  ;  and  seemed  to  accuse  her  of  injus- 
tice. The  dowager  was  not  therefore  in  a  hu- 
mour to  give  the  amiable  Jnlia  a  cordial  re- 
ception, though  the  strong  affection  she  bore 
Sir  Owen  made  her  determine  to  receive  his 
wife  with  civility  :  she  was  not  a  woman  to 
give  a  premeditated  wound,  though  she  was  be- 
trayed into  frequent  intemperance  by  the  fret- 
ful peevishness  of  her  temper.  She  persuad- 
ed herself  that  she  should  not  find  Julia  the 
amiable  young  woman  she  had  been  represent- 
ed. 

Julia,  kindly  prepared  by  Sir  Owen  to  see  a 
lady  whose  manners  at  first  would  be  distant, 
was  not  shocked,  as  she  otherwise  would  have 
been,  at  the  cold  reception  she  met.  She  was 
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ignorant  that  the  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen, 
had  been  averse  to  her  union  with  the  baronet, 
and  that  she  was  viewed  by  that  lady  with  pre- 
judiced eyes.  The  dowager,  who,  had  she 
not  previously  indulged  an  obstinate  preposses- 
sion against  that  }roung  lady,  would  have 
thought  Julia  at  first  sight  interesting  and  amia- 
ble, mistook  the  gentleness  of  her  manner  for 
affectation,  and  imputed  the  respectful  atten- 
tion Julia  paid  her  to  interested  motives. 

The  old  lady  had  an  independent  fortune  of 
her  own  :  this  fortune  she  intended  to  leave  to 
her  grandson,  but  observation  had  taught  her 
the  impolicy  and  folly  of  letting  young  heirs 
think  themselves  certain  to  inherit  the  proper- 
ty of  their  aged  relations  ;  she  therefore  had  al- 
ways declared  she  should  leave  her  fortune  to 
those  who  proved  themselves  most  worthy  to 
possess  it.  Sir  Owen,  whose  paternal  estate 
was  large,  and  who  was  beside  a  disinterested 
man,  applauded  her  resolution  :  nay,  he  wish- 
ed his  grandmother  to  bequeath  it  to  the  less 
opulent  branch  of  the  family  ;  but,  as  they 
were  only  distantly  related  to  her,  and  afi  her 
heart  was  set  on  the  aggrandizement  of  her 
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grandson,  the  old  lady  was  by  no  means  inclin- 
ed to  gratify  his  wish. 

It  was  now  that  Julia's  forbearance  was  put 
to  frequent  and  severe  trial.  In  the  presence 
of  Sir  Owen,  the  dowager  was  studiously  civil, 
though  cold,  to  his  wife  ;  but  whenever  they 
were  alone,  peevish  humours,  and  sarcastic 
speeches,  which  Julia  could  not  but  feel,  were 
pointedly  addressed  to  her,  escaped  the  old 
lady. 

Though  mild  and  forbearing,  Julia  had  great 
sensibility  :  she  had  never  till  then,  even  for  a 
moment,  suspected  that  she  was  considered,  by 
the  old  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  as  an  upstart  intru- 
der. She  now  too  plainly  perceived  that  the 
dowager  viewed  her  with  ill  will,  amounting 
almost  to  dislike,  and  that  she  must  expect  to 
meet  continual  mortification,  while  she  re- 
mained at  Lewellen  Castle. 

A  young  person,  less  prudent  and  sweet  of 
disposition  would  have  complained  to  her  hus- 
band, and  by  her  influence  would  have  occa- 
sioned dissention,  or  induced  him  to  immediate- 
ly take  her  away.  Julia,  however,  was  too 
considerate  to  wish  to  create  the  slightest  dis- 
pute or  coldness,  between  her  beloved  hu«- 
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band  and  his  family.  She  knew  the  impetuosi- 
ty of  his  temper,  and  that  if  he  were  told  his 
wife  was  continually  exposed  to  concealed  in- 
sult, he  would  have  protected  her,  even  at  the 
risk  of  mortally  offending  his  venerable  grand- 
mother. Julia  therefore  was  silent. 

Under  all  the  mortifications  Julia  experien- 
ced, the  consciousness  of  nobly  fulfilling  her 
duty  gave  her  a  heartfelt  satisfaction,  which 
she  would  not  have  exchanged  for  millions  ; 
arid  the  tender  affection  of  he?  beloved  hus- 
band would  have  amply  compensated  for  the 
severest  trials. 

Julia  constantly  wrote  to  her  excellent  pa- 
rents, but  she  forbore  to  indulge  in  complaints, 
even  to  them,  of  the  unjust  predilection  the 
Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  had  taken  against 
her.  She  still  less  wished  them  to  know  that 
the  old  lady  had  secretly  disapproved  the  union 
of  her  grandson  ;  for  they  would  have  been 
deeply  grieved  to  think  their  persuasion  had 
partly  induced  their  daughter  to  quit  a  Jiappy 
home,  to  enter  a  family  that,  it  now  appeared, 
had  been  averse  to  receive  her. 

Sir  Owen  had  not  .acted  strictly  right  in  the 
aflair  :  he  had  suffered  Julia  and  her  friends 
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to  suppose  that  his  relations  were  perfectly 
agreeable  to  their  union,  while  he  knew  that 
they  one  and  all  disapproved  his  marrying  a 
young  lady,  whose  fortune  and  connexions 
were  so  inadequate  to  what  he  had  a  right  to 
expect.  He  flattered  himself  that,  as  soon  as 
Julia  should  be  seen,  their  prejudices  would 
ranish ;  and  did  not  reflect  that,  before  her 
disposition  could  be  sufficiently  known  to  create 
affection  and  esteem,  poor  Julia  must  inevita- 
bly be  exposed  to  frequent  mortifications. 

The  fear  of  having  his  suit  rejected,  should 
he  have  openly  declared  the  truth,  had  indu- 
ced the  baronet,  contrary  both  to  his  princi- 
ples and  custom,  to  practise  tacit  deceit,  by 
suffering  Mr.  Marchmont  and  his  family  to  re- 
main in  an  error. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  FEW  weeks  after  the  arrival  of  the  baro- 
net and  his  wife  at  the  castle,  a  young  lady  and 
her  brother,  related  to-  Sir  Owen  by  the  mo- 
ther's side,  came  to  pay  them  a  visit.  As  they 
are  to  play  a  conspicuous  part  in  this  history, 
it  will  fre  necessary  to  introduce  these  rela- 
tion?, who  in  their  hearts  were  mortally  offend- 
ed at  the  marriage  of  Sir  Owen,  to  the  ac- 
quaintance of  the  reader. 

Jessica  Fitz-EIlard,  a  beautiful  young  wo- 
man, proud  of  her  birth,  and  vain  of  her  per- 
sonal attractions,  thought  no  man  could  remain 
indifferent  to  her,  and  had  flattered  herself  that 
the  baronet,  whose  large  estate  was  regarded, 
both  by  herself  and  her  brother,  with  envy, 
would  offer  her  his  hand.  Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard, 
a  haughty  man  of  selfish  propensities,  whose 
fairily  was  ancient,  but  whose  fortune  was 
limited,  was  proud  of  his  ancestors,  and  no 
less  so  of  his  beautiful  sister,  who  was  much 
vounger  than  himself,  and  on  whom  he  doted  : 
H2 
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notwithstanding  the  difference  of  their  ages, 
their  taste  and  disposition  were  the  same.  Sir 
Owen  was  the  richest  man  in  that  part  of  the 
country,  whose  ancient  family  made  him,  iu 
the  opinion  of  Sir  Tudor,  worthy  of  his  alli- 
ance ;  and  that  gentleman,  whose  narrow  for- 
tune obliged  him  to  reside  in  Wales,  and  who 
despaired  of  finding  any  person  equally  worthy 
of  his  sister's  hand,  had  always  hoped  that  Sir 
Owen  would  marry  Jessica. 

Sir  Owen  had  known  Miss  Fitz-Ellard  from 
a  child  :  he  was  beside  her  relation,  and  had 
always  taken  a  sincere  interest  in  her  welfare. 
As  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister  were  by  no  means 
rich,  considering  their  rank  in  life,  their  gene- 
rous relation  took  every  opportunity  of  paying 
them  delicate  attentions,  and  of  showing  them 
acts  of  serious  friendship.  Sir  Tudor  was  a 
man  of  good  understanding,  and  insinuating 
manners,  and  Sir  Owen,  frank  and  unsuspicious, 
made  him  his  friend  :  he  thought  Jessica  a 
beautiful  young  woman,  and  had  a  kind  of  bro- 
therly regard  for  her,  but  the  idea  of  making 
her  his  wife  had  never  entered  his  thoughts. 
Miss  Fitz-Ellard,  with  a  folly  young  women  are 
too  apt  to  indulge,  took  it  for  granted  the  sire- 
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pie  attentions  of  kindness  implied  a  serious  at- 
tachment. When  that  young  lady  heard'of  Sir 
Owen's  intended  marriage,  though  she  hadVno 
personal  affection  for  her  cousin,  her  pride  re- 
ceived a  mortal  wound,  and  she  harboured  a 
strong  enmity  against  the  amiable  Julia.  Sir 
Tudor,  who  had  been  equally  sanguine  in  his 
expectations  of  seeing  the  baronet  offer  his 
hand  to  Jessica,  was  no  less  disappointed  and 
offended. 

"  What !  prefer  a  girl,  who,  in  beauty,  birth, 
and  even  fortune,  was  inferior  to  his  sister  ? 
Prefer  the  alliance  of  plain  Mr.  Marchmont  to 
that  of  Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard  his  own  relation, 
and  whose  family  was  at  least  equally  ancient  ? 
The  insult  was  scarcely  to  be  forgiven !  The 
girl  must  have  been  an  artful  creature,  who 
had  inveigled  the  baronet  into  marriage  ;  and 
she  would  soon,  no  doubt,  give  him  cause  to 
repent. 

Such  were  the  illiberal  effusions  of  disap- 
pointed selfishness  and  pride.  Sir  Owen,  un- 
conscious of  the  bitter  heart-burnings  and  per- 
sonal offence  his  marriage  had  given  his  beau- 
tiful cousin  and  her  haughty  brother,  though  he 
knew  that  it  was  generally  disapproved  by  his 
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family  wrote  to  Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard,  whe 
lived  with  his  fair  sister  in  the  adjacent  coun- 
ty, to  invite  them  to  spend  two  months  at  Le- 
wellen  Castle. 

Curiorky,  and  a  latent  hope  that  her  supe- 
rior beauty  and  fashionable  graces,  when  she 
should  bo  seen  by  the  side  of  Jima,  whom  she 
ur.  ier.-'  c  •  Vomher  flatterers  to  be  great h"  her 
inferior  in  every  respect,  would  make  the 
baronet  r-  ^..t  he  had  not  chosen  Jessica  for 
his  .-ife,  art.-!  d  to  various  selush  considerations, 
indu  -,ed  that  y*»ung  lady  and  her  brother  to  smo- 
ther their  resentment,  and  accept  the  invitation.. 

"  My  dear  Jessica  said  the  partial  brother, 
"  if  the  young  Lady  Fitz-Owen  can  at  all  stand 
in  competition  with  you,  I  shall  partly  forgive 
the  baronet ;  for  really  a  man  of  rank  might, 
without  disgracing  himself,  marry  such  a  young 
lady,  even  were  she  not  n> uoended  from  an  an- 
cient family,  like  ours  ;  but  I  am  ^i-re,"  continu- 
ed Sir  Tu^jBwith  proud  satisfaction,  "  that 
Lady  Fitz-Qjpn  is  greatly  your  inferior,  in 
every  re.v 

Jessica  ^avc  a  self-sufficient  smile,  which 
implied  she  was  of  her  brotl.  r's  opinion,  and 
secretly  determined  io  mortiry  the  young  Lady 
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Fitz-Owen,  by  a  studied  display  of  fashionable 
elegance,  and  a  blaze  of  beauty  that  should 
throw  poor  Julia  quite  into  the  shade. 

The  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  was  not 
partial  either  to  Jessica  or  her  brother  ;  though 
in  the  hope  of  being  remembered  in  her  will, 
they  had  paid  their  assiduous  court  to  the  old 
lady.  Guessing  their  interested  motives,  she 
had  always  treated  them  with  coldness  ;  they 
were  not  therefore  sorry  to  know  that  that 
lady  had  been  as  much  chagrined  as  themselves, 
at  the  marriage  of  Sir  Owen,  and-,  with  a  vin- 
dictive pleasure,  they  forestalled  the  triumph  of 
witnessing  her  chagrin. 

Julia,  whom  Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard  and  his 
sister  had  pictured  to  themselves  an  awkward 
creature,  void  of  personal  attractions,  proved, 
however,  to  their  surprise  and  vexation,  at- 
tractive in  her  person,  and  elegant  in  her  man 
ners.  They  found  Sir  Owen,  too,  no  less  cap- 
tivated after  marriage  than  he  had  been  before 
with  his  wife.  The  commandnfi*beauty  of 
Jessica,  and  her  studied  graces,  tar  from  pla- 
cing Julia  in  a  disadvantageous  point  of  view, 
made  her  unaffected  attractions  the  more  faa- 
cioating.  That  Sir  Owen,  seeing  them  toge* 
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ther,  should  still  think  his  wife  the  most  at- 
tractive and  lovely  of  women,  which  his  man- 
ner plainly  showed  he  did,  was  a  morti  ication 
so  pojgnant,  that  it  confirmed  both  Jessica  and 
her  brother,  notwithstanding  her  unassuming 
manners,  n.rd  the  obliging  attention  the  young 
Lady  Fitz-Owen  paid  them,  in  the  ill  will  dis- 
appointed seLuahness  had  Created.  They  were 
too  cureful  of  th<  IT  own  interest,  hov,  ever,  to 
risk  offending  their  wealthy  and  generous  re- 
lation, from  whom  the}  had  received  frequent 
acts  of  friendship,  by  suffering  it  to  appear. 
They  aitected  high  admiration  of  Julia's  beau- 
ty and  talents  ;  a  id  professed  a  warm  friend- 
ship for  her,  till  they  saw  a  favorable  opportu- 
nity to  give  vent  to  their  ungenerous  enmity. 

The  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  whose  vio- 
lent prejudices  against  the  amiable  Julia  had 
begun  gradually  .^soften,  and  who  had  beside 
been  aware  of  8te  interested  views  of  Sir  Tu- 
dor Fitz-EHS^p  and  his  sister,  on  the  arrival 
of  the  lattl^Ptreated  Julia  in  private  with  less 
coldness,  anc!  made  a  marked  distinction  be- 
tween her  and  Jessica.  This  conduct  gave 
pain,  both  to  Sir  Owen  and  his  amiable  wife  : 
fhcy  were  too  generous  to  take  pleasure  in 
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seeing  persons  mortified,  who,  not  being  as 
wealthy  as  themselves,  would  the  more  poig- 
nantly feel  the  preference  shown  to  Julia. 

Sir  Owen  remonstrated,  but  vainly,  with  his 
grandmother  ;  she  answered,  that  "  she  did  not 
like  them  ;  that  they  were  selfish  sycophants  ; 
and  that  he  would  some  time  or  other,  repent 
of  his  blind  infatuation."  Julia,  at  the  risk  even 
of  displeasing  «the  old  lady,  showed  her  hus- 
band's interested  relations  every  attention  ; 
but  her  kindness  was  lost  upon  them,  and  she 
obliged  persons  who  were  incapable  of  appre- 
ciating her  worth,  or  of  just  and  generous  feel- 
ing. 

The  old  Lady  Fitz-Owen  was  too  keen  an 
observer  not  to  penetrate  the  real  sentiments 
of  Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard,  and  his  sister,  toward 
Julia.  She  was  quite  angry  to  see  that  Sir 
Owen  and  his  wife  were  the  dupes  of  their 
affected  protestations  of  regard  ;  and  know- 
ing by  experience  that  she  could  not  make  her 
grandson  a  convert  to  her  advice,  she  attacked 
Julia,  when  they  were  alone,  with  her  accus- 
tomed peevishness. 

"  Upon  my  word,  Lady  Fitz-Owen, "  she 
would  say  i  "  I  am  surprised  at  your  blindness  I 
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it  is  even  more  ridiculous  in  you  than  in  my 
grandson,  to  be  the  dupe  of  such  people.  You 
ought  to  feel  that  their  warm  professions  of 
friendship  are  mere  grimace.  You,  like  most 
young  persons,  are  opinionated  and  credulous  : 
DO  doubt  you  think  me  old  and  peevish,  one 
t\ho  delights  in  finding  fault  with -every  body  ; 
but  you  will  some  day  or  other  repent  not 
taking  my  advice.  I  did  not,  I  must  own,  like 
you  myself,  at  fir^t  ;  I  thought  you  not  only  a 
conceited  affected  young  person,  but  interested, 
like  these  people,  who  had  taught  me  to  be  on 
jny  guard  against  fawning  civility  ;  I  let  you 
plainly  see  my  thoughts  ;  I  was  no  hypocrite  ; 
1  now  find  that  I  did  you  injustice,  and  that  you 
are  truly  amiable  and  disinterested  :  I  retract 
niy  foimer  opinion;  but  I  must  say,  Lady 
1  itz-C\ven,  that  you  are  very  weak,  in  suffer- 
ing yourself  to  be  the  dupe  of  selfish  syco- 
phants. Mark  my  words  !  You  will  repent." 
Julia,  a  btrunger  to  selfishness  and  worldly 
I'r'x-i  herself,  could  not  believe  that  Sir  Tudor 
Fitz-EI!  id  and  his  sister  were  what  the  old 
Ladv  I'itz-Owen  described  them  to  be.  She 
tl-out.h*t  the  prejudices  of  the  dowager  had,  in 
in  their  case  a*  in  her  own,  warped  that 
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lady's  better  judgment.  She  expressed  a  live- 
ly gratitude  for  the  interest  the  Dowager,  Lady 
Fitz-O\ven  testified  in  her  behalf,  but  gene- 
rously defended  the  objects  of  that  lady's  dis- 
like, and  by  so  doing  offended  the  old  lady  and 
made  her  at  times  resume  her  former  distant 
and  sarcastic  manners.  Julia  was  grieved,  but, 
even  had  she  thought  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister 
interested  and  deceitful,  she  would  not,  to  pay 
her  court,  have  contributed  to  injure  them  in 
the  opinion  of  their  relation. 

With  these  praise-worthy  feelings,  a  tincture 
of  self-love,  which,  more  or  less  pervades  eve-  ' 
ry  virtue  and  vice,  was  mixed. 

Julia,  amiable  and  cultivated  as  her  mind  was, 
had,  in  common  with  every  person,  young  or 
old,  moments  of  weakness,  and  trifling  faults. 
Perfection  is  no  where  to  be  found  :  beside, 
the  opinion  of  her  husband,  for  whose  judg- 
ment she  had  a  just  and  high  deference,  coin- 
cided with  her :  he,  like  his  amiable  wife, 
judged  of  the  hearts  of  bis  relations  by  his  own  ; 
and  they  were  equally  persuaded  that  Jessica 
and  Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard  were  friendly  and 
sincere. 

I 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

WE  are  now  going  to  see  the  amiable  Julia 
under  temporary  but  severe  affliction,  and  ex- 
posed to  a  trial  which  it  required  all  her  forti- 
tude to  support  with  dignity.  1  have  already 
informed  the  reader  that  Sir  Owen  was  of  an 
irrascible  temper.  Mild  and  yielding  as  Julia 
was,  she  sometimes  experienced  injustice  and 
momentary  anger  from  her  husband,  which  she 
bore,  as  her  excellent  father  had  advised,  with 
invariable  sweetness,  and  forbearance.  The 
injustice  was  indeed,  generally  speaking,  mo- 
mentary, and  followed  by  the  most  tender  ex- 
cuses. 

I  have  now,  however,  to  relate  an  instance 
of  Sir  Owen's  injustice,  which,  though  it  arose 
from  a  trivial  circumstance,  was  of  the  most 
aggravating  nature,  and  in  which  he  for  some 
time  obstinately  persisted,  owing  to  the  unge- 
lierous  insinuations  of  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister. 
who,  indeed,  were  the  persons  who  made  him 
guilty  of  a  flagrant  wrong  to  his  amiable  wife. 
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The  amiable  forbearance  and  dignified  fortitude 
with  which  Julia  met  false  accusation,  while 
they  excite  our  esteem,  will  teach  young  wo- 
men the  happy  effects  of  cherishing  those  va- 
luable, or  rather  invaluable,  qualities. 

Three  weeks  before  Sir  Owen  fell  into  the  s£- 
rious  mistake  I  am  about  to  relate,  he  had  been 
harassed  by  vexatious  altercations  with  his 
lawyer,  which  made  it  necessary  for  him  to 
quit  Lewellen  Castle,  even  sooner  than  he  had 
intended,  to  go  to  London.  This  vexed  the 
baronet,  for  the  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen, 
declared  she  would  not  part  with  Julia  so  soon  : 
she  found  her  talents  and  conversation  highly 
amusing,  and  her  prejudices  had  almost  sub- 
sided. 

The  disagreeable  hurry  of  business,  added 
to  the  vexation  of  being  forced,  as  it  were  to 
leave  his  wife  at  the  Castle,  made  Sir  Owen 
captious,  and  out  of  humour  at  every  trifle  : 
Julia,  though  no  less  grieved  at  the  necessity 
of  being  separated  for  several  weeks,  perhaps, 
from  her  husband,  in  whose  society  she  took 
so  much  delight,  bore  his  captious  humours 
with  her  usual  complacence,  and  tried  by  eve- 
ry winning  art  to  relieve  his  mind  from  the 
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anxiety  and  oppression  urider  which  it  labour- 
ed. She  no  doubt  would  have  been  successful, 
had  not  Jessica  and  Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard  been 
at  the  Castle  ;  but  these  selfish  relations  en- 
couraged the  baronet  in  his  ill-humour,  if  not 
in  words,  by  their  manner  and  look.  They 
likewise  took  every  opportunity  of  making 
speeches,  in  the  presence  of  Sir  Owen,  which, 
his  mind  being  previously  disturbed,  were  cal- 
culated to  make  him,  at  the  moment,  unjust  to 
his  amiable  wife  ;  though  they  were  so  artfully 
worded,  and  spoken  with  such  apparent  good 
will  toward  her,  that,  by  the  unsuspicious  ba- 
ronet, no  offence  could  be  taken,  or  malice 
suspected. 

When  Julia,  to  sooth  her  husband,  would 
exert  her  musical  talents,  Jessica  would  say,  in 
that  husband's  hearing  : 

"  How  happy  it  is  for  you  and  mv  cousin. 
dear  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  that  nothing  afflicts  or 
disturbs  you  !  If  my  husband  were  so  harassed 
and  tormented,  I  should  be  such  a  simpleton 
that,  instead  of  being  able  to  play  and  sing.  I 
should  be  so  melancholy  that  I  should  be  ready 
to  drown  myself/' 
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*'•  Oh,  Jessica,"  Sir  Tudor  would  reply, 
"  when  you  are  a  wife,  you  will  learn  better 
than  to  give  yourself  unnecessary  concern 
about  your  husband's  difficulties,  and  embar- 
rassments ;  the  wife  has  no  responsibility  upon 
her  mind  ;  all  your  care  will  be,  child,  to  make 
yourself  amiable,  and  complying,  that  you  may 
have  your  own  way  ;  but  I  fear  you  will  never 
be  such  a  meek  wife  as  our  amiable  cousin, 
here  ;  nor  will  you  easily  find  so  kind  and  af- 
fectionate a  husband." 

Such  speeches,  though  they  could  not  make 
any  lasting  impression  on  the  mind  of  the  ba- 
ronet, made  him  at  the  moment  captious,  and  out 
of  humour  with  his  wife.  But  Sir  Tudor  Fitz- 
Ellard  and  his  sister  did  not  let  their  malignant 
though  concealed  attacks,  stop  here  ;  nor  were 
they  satisfied  with  making  them  in  the  presence 
of  the  amiable  object  of  their  enmity  :  they  re- 
newed them  at  every  favourable  opportunity, 
when  they  were  in  private  with  their  unsuspi- 
cious and  too  confiding  relation. 

Julia  now  found  that  the  Dowager  Lady 
Fitz-Ovven,  had  but  justly  characterized  those 
selfish  relations,  who,  while  her  husband  con- 
12 
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tinued  in  good  humour  with  her,  loaded  her 
with  caresses  ;  but  as  soon  as  they  saw  him 
captious  MH!  out  of  temper,  instead  of  trying  to 
sooth,  contributed  to  aggravate  him.  Though 
Julia  had  the  praiseworthy  forbearance  to  see- 
iheir  meanness,  arid  even  at  moments  to  expe- 
rience their  impertinence,  without  making  re- 
taliation or  complaint,  though  it  inevitably  made 
her  more  reserved  toward  them,  that,  added  to 
the  £req»ient  captiouspess  of  her  husband,  made 
her  at  moments  dejected,  and  she  retired  to 
her  chamber,  whenever  propriety  would  per- 
mit her  so  to  do. 

tier  dejection  and  reserve  were  noticed  by 
Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister  to  the  baronet,  and 
they  did  n-jt  fail  to  make  the  most  mischievous 
insinuatioR.s,  though  clothed  in  the  specious 
lansr'in^e  of  friendly  concern. 

"  Dcir  me,  cousin/'  Jessica  would  say  to 
Sir  Owen,  after  Julia  had  left  them  to  i;o  to 
her  own  room,  "  I  am  afraid  Lady  Fitz-Owen 
is  not  well  ;  or  that  something  disturbs  her! 
Don't  you  remark  how  altered  she  looks,  and 
how  serious  she  is  grown  ?  She  keeps  in  her 
room  the  greatest  part  of  the  day,  and  scarcely 
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opens  her  lips,  when  you  are  not  in  company. 
I  hope  that  I,  or  my  brother,  have  not  been 
unfortunate  enough  to  give  her  unintentional 
offence  !" 

Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard,  not  daring  openly  to 
accuse  Julia,  would  always  take  an  opportunity 
to  censure  meek  tempers  in  general,  when  he 
found  himself  alone  with  Sir  Owen,  by  artfully 
bringing  up  the  subject,  and  taking  care  to 
praise  Julia,  though  in  a  manner  which  made 
his  praise  appear  rather  an  elfort  of  kindness 
than  the  genuine  effusion  of  the  heart. 

**  Your  meek  women,"  said  he,  "  who  ap- 
pear to  have  no  will  of  their  own,  are  those 
who  govern  the  most  despotically.  Before 
their  husbands,  they  appear  every  thing  that 
is  amiable  and  complying  ;  but,  when  their 
supposed  tyrant  is  out  of  sight,  they  make 
themselves  ample  amends,  for  the  restraint 
they  have  suffered,  by  venting  their  ill  humor 
on  all  around  them.  Heaven  defend  me  from 
meek  wives,  say  1  !  unless  indeed  I  could  meet 
with  a  second  Lady  Fitz-Owen  !  A  man  is 
m  reality  either  their  slave  or  their  dupeJ 
You,  to  be  sure,  are  a  fortunate  exception,  my 
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dear  cousin.  You  are  a  man  of  sense,  and 
Lady  Fitz-Owen,  as  every  body  can  see,  is  the 
meekest  and  most  yielding  of  wives." 
f  These  mischievous  speeches,  made  when 
the  baronet  was  already  out  of  temper,  pro- 
duced the  effect  which  they  seemed  to  intend. 
They  led  Sir  Owen,  unsuspicious  as  he  was  of 
the  interested  motives  and  prejudiced  dislike 
of  the  speaker  toward  the  amiable  Julia,  to  sup- 
pose that  his  wife,  out  of  his  sight,  treated  his 
relations  with  neglect.  He  could  not  think 
her  deceitful,  or  ill  tempered,  but  he  thought 
she  had  suffered  herself  to  be  influenced  by 
the  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  and  that  she 
had  conceived  an  unjust  dislike  to  Sir  Tudor 
and  Jessica.  This  made  the  baronet  angry, 
and  he  frequently  reproached  his  wife  with 
her  supposed  injustice. 

Julia,  though  more  wounded  by  the  unjust 
accusations  of  her  beloved  husband  than  all  the 
mortifications  she  had  undergone,  mildly  assu- 
red Sir  Owen  "  that  it  was  far  from  her  inten- 
tion to  treat  his  relations  with  incivility,  or  neg- 
lect, and  that  she  was  not  conscious  of  so  doing ; 
but  that,  to  give  him  pleasure,  she  would  pay 
them  more  attention  thaa  ever  she  had  done, 
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*mce  nothing  lay  so  near  her  heart  as  to  prove 
that  she  was  worthy  of  his  affection." 

Julia,  accordingly,  notwithstanding  the  pro- 
vocation they  of  late  had  given  and  still  con- 
tinued to  give  her,  as  she  alwavs  had  done, 
paid  Jessica  and  her  brother  every  attention  ; 
but  she  could  not  feel  at  her  ease  with  persons 
whom  she  saw  plainly  were  trying  to  under- 
mine her  domestic  happiness. 

Sir  Tudor  Fitz-Ellard  and  Jessica,  in  return 
for  the  forbearance  and  attentive  kindness  they 
experienced  from  the  amiable  Julia,  continued, 
on  every  occasion,  to  remark  the  young  Lady 
Fitz-Ovven's  altered  manner  and  looks  to  Sir 
Owen,  and  the.  baronet,  soured  by  these  repeat- 
ed remarks,  was  as  continually  accusing  his  iti- 
rioceot  wife  of  ungenerous  prejudice.  Julia, 
not  used  to  be  treated  unkindly  by  her  husband, 
suffered  cruelly  in  secret,  while  she  met  his  in- 
justice with  mild  resignation.  She  very  pru- 
dently forbore  to  confide  her  sorrows,  even  to 
her  beloved  parents  ;  for  they  had  taught  her 
to  feel  that  nothing  is  so  odious,  in  a  wife,  as  to 
make  her  domestic  vexations,  or  the  faults  of 
her  husband,  the  theme  of  complaint ;  nor  is 
any  thing  so  destructive  to  her  happiness. 
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Sir  Tudor,  and  his  sister,  always  attentive 
to  their  interest,  still  paid  their  court  to  the 
Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  though  they  met 
but  an  ungracious  reception.  Seeing  her  grow- 
ing partiality  to  Julia,  they  took  care  not  to  let 
any  personal  impertinence  or  ill-natured  insi- 
nuation escape  them  in  her  presence,  and  Ju- 
lia was  too  generous  to  complain  to  the  old 
lady  of  their  conduct  toward  her.  No  younaj 
person,  under  circumstances  so  trying,  could 
have  conducted  herself  with  greater  forbear- 
ance and  virtue.  It  was  the  consciousness  of 
acting  virtuously,  and  the  strong  affection  she 
bore  her  excellent  though  mistaken  husband, 
which  supported  her  under  the  severe  afflic- 
tion and  mortification  she  endured.  But  they 
preyed  upon  her  health,  and  the  incident  I  am 
now  going  to  relate,  added  to  her  subsequent 
sufferings,  threw  poor  Julia  into  a  fit  of  illnes?, 
which  only  a  strong  mind  and  good  constitu- 
tion could  have  undergone  without  the  loss  <>£ 
life. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

THE  old  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  who  had  no  de- 
sire to  have  the  company  of  Sir  Tudor  and  his 
sister  Jessica  when  her  grandson  should  be 
gone,  did  not  invite  them  to  prolong  their  vi- 
sit, which  now  drew  near  the  stipulated  time, 
and  it  was  agreed  that  they  should  quit  Lewel- 
len  Castle  a  week  after  the  departure  of  the 
baronet.  The  marked  preference  shown  to 
Julia  increased  the  ill  will  and  envy  the  brother 
and  sister  already  bore  her* 

Two  days  before  Sir  Owen's  intended  depar- 
ture, he  missed  a  toothpick-case,  on  which  he 
set  great  value,  because  it  had  been  given  to 
him  by  a  very  amiable  young  lady,  who  had 
died  some  years  back  at  the  early  age  of  seven- 
teen, and  to  whom  he  had  been  attached  in 
his  boyish  days.  The  baronet  had  often 
spoken  of  Agnes  St.  Laurence  to  his  wife,  and 
owned  that  the  resemblance  Julia  bore  to  that 
young  lady,  in  person  and  manner,  had,  from 
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the  first  time  they  had  met,  attracted  his  at- 
tention, and  interested  him  in  her  favor. 

"  Agnes,"  said  he,  "  though  like  you  in  per- 
son, dearest  Julia,  was  rather  plain  than  hand- 
some, but  her  disposition  was  so  excellent, 
her  temper  so  sweet,  and  her  mind  so  cultiva- 
ted, that  the  benign  intelligence  they  gave  to 
her  countenance  made  you  forget  she  was  not 
handsome.  When  to  that  sweet  intelligence 
beauty,  like  yours,  is  combined,  it  is  a  miracle 
indeed  !  and  the  man  who  can  win  the  affec- 
tion of  such  a  woman  is  most  fortunate ! 
Though,  had  my  Julia  been  even  plainer  than 
the  interesting  Agnes,  I  could  not  have  known 
without  loving  her.  Nay,  Agnes  herself,  in 
mind  as  well  as  in  person,  must  have  yielded 
the  palm  to  my  Julia." 

How  Haltering  was  praise,  like  this,  in  the 
mouth  of  a  husband,  whose  judgment  she  re- 
verenced, and  who  had  her  dearest  affection ! 
How  often  would  the  amiable  Julia  listen  to  his 
boyish  adventures  with  the  departed  Agnes, 
and  his  compassion  at  her  premature  death, 
while  tears  of  sympathy  bedewed  her  cheek  ! 
The  memory  and  virtues  of  the  interesting 
A^nes  became  as  dear  to  her  heart  as  they 
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were  to  that  of  her  husband,  though  she  would 
sometimes  jestingly  declare  she  was  jealous. 

Both  Jessica  Fitz-Ellard  and  her  brother 
knew  that  Sir  Owen  had  been  attached  to 
Agnes  St.  Laurence  :  they  had  seen  Julia  play- 
fully snatch  away  the  toothpick-case,  in  a  pre- 
tended fit  of  jealousy,  which  their  illiberal  pre- 
judice construed  into  reality  :  but,  as  I  before 
said,  that  was  far  from  the  case.  Julia  had 
too  much  sense  to  indulge  in  so  pernicious  a 
propensity  ;  beside,  she  had  too  many  proofs 
of  the  strict  honor  and  ardent  affection  of  her 
husband,  to  render  such  a  weakness  excusable. 

When  Sir  Owen  missed  this  valuable  bauble, 
he  immediately  desired  his  valet  to  search 
every  where,  till  it  should  be  found  ;  but  the 
search  proved  ineffectual,  and  none  of  the  ser- 
vants had  seen  it.  He  then  asked  his  wife  and 
grandmother  if  they  had  found  it,  but  they 
both  assured  him  they  had  not.  Jessica  and 
her  brother,  who  were  in  another  apartment 
writing  letters,  were  next  questioned,  and  they 
were  equally  ignorant. 

"  Good  God  !  What  can  have  become  of  it,1' 
said  the  baronet,  in  a  tone  of  impatience  :  "  I 
know  all  my  servants  are  honest  ;  beside  the 
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thing  is  of  too  little  value,  even  were  not  that 
the  case,  to  tempt  them  to  take  it.     It  . 
extraordinary,  upon  my  honor." 

"  I  declare,  cousin,"  said  Jessica,  affecting 
to  smile,  "  if  Lady  Fitz-Owen  were  not  so  sen- 
sible a  woman,  and  so  sweet  tempered,  I  should 
really  be  inclined  to  think  she  was  jealous,  and 
had  purposety  hid  the  toothpick-case,  to  pu- 
nish you  for  being  so  attached  to  the  memory 
of  the  amiable  Agnes." 

"  Oh,  Lady  Fitz-Ovven  is  out  of  the  ques- 
tion," interrupted  Sir  Tudor ;  "  she  would 
hardly  hide  a  trinket  on  which  our  cousin  sets 
so  high  a  value  ;  and,  as  for  being  jealous, 
you  know  she  has  not  a  shadow  of  excuse  for 
such  a  weakness.  If  her  ladyship  has  lately  been 
reserved  and  avoided  us,  I  dare  say  it  is  from 
some  other  reason.  You  know  our  cousin  says 
she  has,  and  I  am  sure  she  appears  to  have,  th? 
most  amiable  of  dispositions.  Talking  of  jea- 
lousy, however,  reminds  me  of  the  unfortunate 
case  of  a  friend  of  mine,  who  is  now  abroad, 
and  who  married  some  years  back  a  lovely 
young  woman,  with  whom  he  expected  to  be 
perfectly  happy.  She  was  very  meek  of  tem- 
per, and  amiable  in  her  manners,  and  Sir  Ed- 
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nmnd  was  dotingly  fond  of  his  Caroline.  For 
the  first  three  or  four  months,  they  lived  very 
happily  together  :  my  friend  was  hasty  in  his 
temper,  but  kind  hearted  and  affectionate  ;  his 
wife  boi  e  his  impatience  with  saint-like  for- 
bearance, and  he  thought  her  an  angel.  By 
some  strange  accident,  however,  this  lady  be- 
came suddenly  jealous,  of  every  thing  and 
every  body,  without  the  least  cause,  and  se- 
cretly fretted  and  tormented  herself.  She  took 
care  to  conceal  her  weakness  from  Sir  Ed- 
mund, whom  she  knew  would  have  been  justly 
offended  at  this  unpardonable  distrust  of  his 
honour  and  affection,  but  she  vented  her  ill 
humor  on  persons  who,  perceiving  they  were 
regarded  by  her  with  jealousy,  excused  her  in- 
justice, and  forbore  to  complain.  Though  a 
woman  of  excellent  sense,  she  carried  her 
weakness  so  fa^  as  to  be  jealous  of  trinkets,  on 
which  her  husband  set  any  value,  and  would 
hide  or  destroy  them,  the  first  favorable  op- 
portunity. She  thought  herself  justified  in 
tormenting  her  husband,  because  she  torment- 
ed herself:  not  during  openly  to  accuse  him, 
she  seized  every  occasion  to  slily  retaliate. 
That  is  the  artful  trick  of  the  sex  ;  they  are  all 
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alike  :  the  most  sincere  and  affectionate  of 
women  will  not  scruple  to  be  spiteful,  and  de- 
viate from  the  truth,  when  their  petty  jealousy, 
or  self  love,  is  in  question.  I  know  the  sex 
pretty  well,  cousin.  Sir  Edmund  at  length  ac- 
cidentally discovered  the  mean  and  preposter- 
ous jealousy  of  his  wife,  and  found  that  she 
made  both  herself  and  him  ridiculous.  lie 
angrily  reproached  his  Caroline,  and  for  half 
an  hour  was  in  a  violent  passion  ;  but  he  was 
soon  appea^e-i,  and  persuaded  out  of  maintain- 
ing a  proper  resentment  for  such  unpardonable 
conduct,  by  a  shower  of  tears  and  a  few  honied 
word-.  What  were  the  consequences  ?  His 
wife,  seeing  the  empire  she  had  acquired  over 
his  mind,  took  advantage  of  his  weakness  :  she 
gradually  undermined  a  husband's  salutary  au- 
thority ;  she  no  longer  took  the  pains  to  con- 
ceal her  fretful  and  jealous  humors  in  his  pre-  , 
sence  ;  the  meek  wife  was  soon  changed  to 
the  domineering  mistress  ;  he  was  unhappy  at 
home,  and  at  length  became  the  jest  of  all  his 
acquaintance.  If  he  had  but  had  a  friend  to 
have  kindly  warned  him  against  being  the  dupe 
of  female  artifice,  he  would  have  escaped  last- 
ing ridicule  and  domestic  unhappiness.  But  it 
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is  a  delicate  thing  to  interfere  between  man 
and  wife  ;  people,  acting  with  the  kindest  in- 
tentions, are  always  suspected,  if  not  accused, 
f>i'  being  actuated  by  selfish  or  malicious  mo- 
tives. Relations  even  cannot  take  such  a  li- 
berty, however  well  they  may  wish  both  par- 
ties ;  or,  if  they  do,  the  person  so  cautioned 
must  be  a  man  of  a  liberal  mind,  and  they  must 
give  their  advice  by  gentle  hints,  which  cannot 
possibly  offend  a  man  of  understanding.  Had 
I  a  wife,  young,  handsome,  and  sweet  temper- 
ed, I  would  be  the  envy  of  all  my  acquaintance, 
because  I  would  not  fly  in  a  passion  at  one 
moment  and  suffer  myself  to  be  governed  the 
next.  I  should  have  no  jealous  humors  to 
dread,  for,  if  I  found  she  had  that  weakness, 
she  might  torment  herself,  but  she  should  not 
me.  Believe  me,  dear  Fitz-Owen,  if  a  wo- 
man sees  that  her  husband  has  the  spirit  pro- 
perly to  resent  irrational  jealousy,  and  is  not 
governed  by  her  seductive^  mildness,  she  will 
soon  come  to  herself,  and  behave  like  a  ra- 
tional being." 

"  Cousin,"  said  Sir  Owen,  whose  mind  too 
quickly  infused   the  concealed  venorn  of  Sir 
Tudor's  speech,  "  delicacy  prevents  you  from 
K  2  " 
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speaking  openly,  but  your  generous  concern 
for  my  future  happiness  will  not  suffer  you  to 
be  n  holly  silent.  I  understand  the  application 
of  your  friend's  story,  and  thank  you  for  this 
timely  warning.  My  wife  indulges  in  jealous 
and  fretful  humors  when  out  of  my  sight ;  it  is 
she,  no  doubt,  who  must  have  taken  my  tooth- 
pick-case :  is  it  not  so  ?" 

"  I  am  sorry,  Sir  Owen,"  answered  Sir  Tu- 
dor, delighted  that  the  over  ardent  baronet  had 
been  caught  in  the  snare  so  artfully  laid  for 
him,  "  I  am  sorry  that  you  force  me  to  speak 
explicitly  :  I  owe  Lady  Fitz-Owen  every  re- 
spect, but  my  fears  for  your  mutual  happiness 
oblige  me  to  be  sincere.  Lady  Fitz-Owen, 
amiable  as  she  is,  is  certainly  jealous,  not  only 
of  Agnes,  who  poor  thing  is  now  no  just  ob- 
ject of  jealousy,  but  of  me,  Jessica,  and  every 
person,  whom  you  esteem.  I  think  she  must 
have  taken  the  toothpick-case,  which  both  1 
and  my  sister  have  frequently  seen  her  lady- 
ship eye  with  palpable  vexation.  But,  if  you 
act  with  becoming  firmness,  all  may  yet  be 
well.  I  am  by  some  years  your  senior,  dear 
Fitz-Owen,  and  consequently  my  experience 
of  the  female  heart  must  exceed  yours.  Wo- 
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men  must  not  be  indulged  in  their  jealous  hu- 
mors ;  those  that  are  the  most  yielding  are 
most  to  be  guarded  against,  because  their  mild- 
ness lulls  the  husband's  prudence  to  sleep,  and 
imperceptibly  undermines  his  salutary  authori- 
ty. I  speak  thus  openly,  in  obedience  to  your 
commands,  and  for  your  mutual  good.  Lady 
Kitz-Owen  is  a  charming  woman,  and  the  fault 
will  entirely  be  your,  if,  from  a  sweet  temper- 
ed yielding  wife,  she  should  become  a  capri- 
cious jealous  tyrant." 

"  Yes,"  said  Jessica,  "  I  am  sure,  cousin, 
when  we  first  came  here,  Lady  Fitz-Owen  "was 
very  sweet  tempered  ;  but  jealousy  is  a  terri- 
ble thing !  I  don't  wonder  it  frets  and  makes 
her  unhappy.  I  am  sure  I  sincerely  pity 
her." 

Sir  Owen,  who  had  a  high  opinion  both  of 
the  heart  and  understanding  of  his  selfish  cou- 
sin, was  staggered  by  his  arguments  ;  he  be- 
gan to  think  that  partiality  had  hitherto  made 
him  blind  to  the  faults  of  his  wife,  and  that  she 
was  under  the  occasional  influence  of  ill  hu- 
mor, and  mean  jealousy.  He  now  believed 
that  she  had  taken  the  toothpick-case.  That 
meekness  and  yielding  sweetness,  which  he 
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had  before  so  warmly  admired  in  Julia,  now, 
through  the  illiberal  insinuations  of  Sir  Tudor, 
appeared  to  him  suspicious,  and  to  be  the  re- 
sult of  art.  He  began  even  to  fear  she  might 
have  married  him  from  interested  motives,  and 
without  having  that  confidence  and  affection 
which  are  absolutely  necessary,  to  make  the 
marriage  state  happy. 

How  unjust  will  prejudice  make  even  the 
kindest  and  best  of  persons !  Sir  Owen  had, 
for  three  weeks,  been  tormented  by  vexatious 
affairs  :  added  to  the  repeated  complaints,  and 
ill-natured  insinuations,  of  Sir  Tudor  and  his 
sister,  against  his  amiable  wife.  Julia  had 
borne  his  continual  captiousness  with  the  pa- 
tience of  an  angel,  had  endeavoured  to  sooth, 
and  had  shown  the  most  eager  desire  to  give 
her  husband  pleasure.  Yet  Julia,  the  affec- 
tionate and  forbearing  Julia,  was  now  internally 
accused,  by  that  husband  of  having  tormented 
him  !  Julia  had  not  only  the  captious  impa- 
tience of  Sir  Owen  to  encounter,  but  the  frequent 
peevish  humors  of  the  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz- 
Owen,  and  the  no  less  frequent  impertinence, 
of  persons  to  whom  she  paid  every  attention, 
and  in  whose  defence  she  had  often  exposed 
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herself  to  meet  ill-natured  sarcasm,  and  haugh- 
ty coldness  :  yet  Julia,  by  those  very  persons, 
was  calumniated  and  lowered  in  her  husband's 
esteem ! 

Sir  Owen  returned,  again  to  question  Julia, 
who  was  alone  in  her  dressing  room,  'in  no 
very  pleasant  tone  of  mind,  his  imagination 
filled  with  unjust  prejudice,  and  his  heart  with 
distrust  and  anger  against  his  innocent  wife. 
As  soon  as  he  entered  the  chamber,  Julia  kind- 
ly inquired  if  he  had  found  the  toothpick- 
case  ? 

"  Do  not  trifle  with  me,  Lady  Fitz-Owen." 
said  the  baronet,  gravely,  "  you  have  it  your- 
self, or  know  where  it  is  ;  so,  tell  me  at  once, 
madam." 

"  Indeed,  my  love,  I  wish  I  could  ;  but  1 
have  looked  every  wherein  vain." 

"  And  you  s*y  you  cannot  find  it." 

"  I  cannot  indeed,  my  dear  ;  I  think  you  must 
have  lost  or  mislaid  it." 

"  You  think  I  have  lost  or  mislaid  it  ?" 

t;  I  am  afraid  so,  my  love." 
r'   "  Oh,   no    doubt  it  is    lost  !"    replied   Sir 
Owen,  in  an  ironical   but  angry  tone,  "  and 
\our  ladyship  is  vastly  concerned  !" 
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"  3Fy  dear  Sir  Owen/'  mildly  continued  Ju- 
lia, taking  his  hand,  which  he  angrily  drew 
hack,  "  what  is  it  that  disturbs  you  ?  Can  you 
suppose  that  I  would  wilfully  offend  or  give 
you  pain  ?  If  I  knew  where  the  trinket  was  I 
should  certainly  tell  you." 

"  So  you  are  pleased  to  sa}r,  madam  :  but  I 
know  more  than  you  are  aware  of.  You  have 
thought  proper  to  take  offence  at  the  respect  I 
bear  to  the  memory  of  the  amiable  Agnes,  and, 
instigated  by  mean  jealousy,  have  made  away 
with  the  trinket ;  till  you  think  proper  to  restore 
it,  I  cannot  restore  my  confidence  and  esteem. 
For  shame,  Lady  Fitz-Owen  !  Your  excellent 
parents  would  blush,  could  they  suppose  their 
daughter,  on  whose  education  and  heart  they 
bestowed  such  unwearied  attention,  capable  of 
such  an  action  !  Could  they  imagine  she  in- 
dulged in  jealousy  as  absurd  as  it  is  insulting, 
and  in  ill  humor  toward  her  husband's  rela- 
tions, who  honor  her,  and  whom  they  charged 
her  to  treat  with  kindness  and  respect,  how 
grieved  they  would  be  !" 

To  this  unexpected  and  cruel  attack,  Juliu 
at  first  could  only  answer  with  her  tears  :  but, 
collecting  herself,  and  addressing  her  husband 
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in  the  mildest  tone  and  with  the  most  conciliat- 
ing sweetness,  she  said  : 

"  I  see,  my  dear  Sir  Owen,  that  I  have- 
given  offence  to  your  relations  ;  but  indeed  it 
has  been  unintentional,  and,  if  they  suppose  I 
have  not  endeavoured  to  pay  them  every  kind 
and  respectful  attention,  indeed  they  do  me 
wrong.  You  say  I  have  taken  your  toothpick- 
case,  actuated  by  mean  jealousy,  and  that,  till 
I  restore  it,  you  cannot  restore  your  confidence 
and  esteem  ?  Have  I  then  lost  them,  my  dear 
husband  ?" — (Tears  almost  choked  her  utter- 
ance :  Sir  Owen  was  moved,  but,  thinking  it 
a  weakness  to  follow  the  impulse  of  his  feel- 
ings, and  painfully  recollecting  all  Sir  Tudor 
had  said-  of  female  artifice,  he  maintained  a 
severe  countenance.) — ;'  Have  I  lost  them  ? 
Then  I  am  wretched  indeed  !  But  still,  I  have, 
the  consciousness  that  I  am  innocent  of  any 
intentional  offence  !  I  will  not  attempt  to  de- 
fend myself,  hut  indeed  I  have  not  taken  the 
toothpick-case,  nor  am  I  so  weak  as  to  he  jea- 
lou«.  Those,  who  would  persuade  themselves 
and  you  that  I  have  thai  wenkiK's?:,  do  not 
know  me."' 
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'*  Facts  speak  for  themselves,  madam  :  wlir 
ther  you  are  jealous  or  not,  you  have  behaved 
so  as  to  make  yourself  and  me  ridiculous.  You 
must  have  taken  the  trinket  ;  nobody  but  you 
would  have  dared  thus  to  trifle  with  my  feel- 
ings. You  have,  with  all  your  afiected  meek- 
ness, played  the  tyrant  too  long  ;  you  have 
turned  me  which  way  you  pleased  ;  but  my 
eyes  are  now  opened,  and  you  will  not  find  me 
in  future  so  easily  to  be  blinded.  You  are  jea- 
lous of  the  poor  departed  Agnes  ;  jealous  of 
uiy  cousin  Jessica :  If  1  were  to  indulge  you 
ii)  your  whims,  you  would  soon  be  jealous  of 
my  grandmother.  But  I  have  too  sincere  a 
regard  for  your  future  happiness,  and  for  my 
own  pea'ce,  to  do  any  such  thing.  I  cannot 
forgive  folly  so  egregious,  and  injustice  so  re- 
volting, till  you  feel  ashamed  of  your  conduct, 
and  restore  the  trinket ;  or  own  that  you  have 
thrown  it  away." 

Sir  Owen  then  left  his  wife,  who,  when  alone, 
relieved  her  oppressed  heart  by  a  violent  flood 
of  tears.  She  saw  that  her  husband  had  been 
for  some  time  past  prejudiced  against  her,  by 
his  selfish  relations,  and  that  his  present  injus- 
tice was  their  work  :  she  saw  it  would  be  in 
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rain  to  attempt  to  convince 'him  of  her  inno- 
cence, while  they  remained  at  the  Castle  ;  all 
she  could  do  would  be  to  suffer  his  injustice 
with  mild  and  silent  resignation.  He  was  go- 
ing to  London  in  two  days  ;  perhaps,  he  would 
part  in  anger  with  her.  The  thought  was 
heart-breaking !  It  again  drew  a  flood  of  tears 
from  the  affectionate  wife  ;  but,  fearing  lest  a 
weak  indulgence  of  grief  might  expose  both 
herself  and  her  husband,  she  dried  them,  and 
endeavoured  to  compose  herself  to  meet  the 
family  at  dinner.  She  nobly  resolved  to  leave 
no  effort  untried  to  soften  the  displeasure  of 
her  beloved  husband. 

Sir  Owen,  no  doubt,  whose  natural  disposi- 
tion, though  irrascible,  was  forgiving  and  af- 
tectionate,  would  have  relented,  had  he  staid 
to  witness  the  deep  affliction  and  hear  the  af- 
fecting entreaties  of  his  wife  ;  but,  urged  by 
ill-humor  and  the  mischievous  counsel  of  Sir 
Tudor,  he  ordered  his  horses  to  be  in  readi- 
ness after  dinner,  that  he  might  ride  over  to 
the  house  of  a  friend,  who  lived  on  the  road 
to  Londofl.  and  about  thirty  miles  distant  from 
Lcwellen  Castle,  desiring  his  confidential  ser- 
vant to  follow  the  next  morning  with  his  Port- 
ia 
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manteau,  and  inviting  Sir  Tudor  to  accompany 
him  a  few  miles  on  the  way,  on  horseback. 

The  baronet  would  not  see  his  wife  alone, 
fearing  he  might  be  moved  by  her  gentle  en- 
treaties, which  he  had  not  been  accustomed  to 
resist,  to  alter  his  resolution,  which  he  was 
persuaded,  by  the  hints  dropped  by  his  cousin, 
would  have  an  admirable  effect,  and  cure  Lady 
Fitz-Owen  of  indulging  in  jealous  humors.  He 
therefore  waited  till  the  family  were  assembled 
for  dinner,  at  three  o'clock  (the  old  Lady  Fitz- 
Owen  loved  early  hours)  and  then  declared 
Lis  intention  of  going  immediately  to  spend  a 
couple  of  days  with  a  friend,  and  from  thence 
to  proceed  to  London.  He  therefore  swallow- 
ed a  hasty  dinner,  while  the  horses  waited, 
took  a  general  leave,  and,  without  giving  his 
afflicted  wife  an  opportunity  of  speaking  to  him 
in  private,  mounted  his  horse,  and  departed 
with  Sir  Tudor. 

Julia,  though  cut  to  the  soul  by  this  unkind 
treatment,  had  the  fortitude  and  forbearance 
not  to  give  way  to  her  feelings  in  the  presence 
of  her  husband's  relations.  Her  heart  was 
bursting  but  she  resolutely  forbore  to  shed  a 
tear. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 

SIR  OWEN,  biassed  as  he  was  by  the  mis- 
chievous insinuations  and  counsel  of  his  cousin, 
felt  greatly  for  his  wife,  and  could  not  but  ad- 
mire the  sell-command  and  admirable  forbear- 
ance she  had  shown  on  so  trying  an  occasion. 

"  You  must  own,  Fitz-Ellard,"  said  he  to 
Sir  Tudor,  as  they  rode  along,  "  that  Julia  has 
the  sweetest  of  tempers,  however  faulty  in 
other  respects  she  may  have  been.  I  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  calling  myself  a  brute, 
and  her  an  angel,  before  every  body.  I  saw 
that  her  heart  was  full,  though  she  did  not  be- 
tray the  least  ill-humour,  or  grief.  I  shall 
write  to-morrow,  for  I  know  I  have  left  her 
wretched  ;  I  am  really  tempted,  as  it  is,  to  re- 
turn home  and  be  friends  with  her." 

"  If  you  do  cousin,  you  are  not  the  sen- 
sible man  I  take  you  to  be,"  replied  Sir  Tu- 
dor. "  I  believe,  with  you,  that  Lady  Fitz- 
Owen  is  grieved,  and  perhaps  she  is  now 
ashamed  of  her  jealousy  ;  but,  if  you  are  im- 
mediately reconciled,  the  same  scenes  will  be 
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repeated  as  often  as  her  jealous  fits  return, 
and  you  will  live  in  continual  uneasiness,  and 
dissention.  Be  guided  by  my  advice  !  Do  not 
write  to  her  for  some  days,  and  let  it  be  in  a 
firm  manner.  If  you  let  her  perceive  you 
pity  her  weakness,  you  are  her  enemy  as  well 
as  your  own. 

"  If  you  love  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  as  you  can- 
not but  love  so  charming  and  beautiful  a  wo- 
man, do  not  sacrifice  her  future  happiness,  as 
well  as  your  own,  to  mistaken  compassion. 
Be  timely  warned  against  the  shoals  on  which 
the  peace  of  most  fond  husbands  is  wrecked. 
Show  your  wife  that  you  can  be  firm,  and  your 
domestic  happiness  is  secured." 

Sir  Owen,  misled  by  these  specious  argu- 
ments, suffered  himself  to  be  guided  by  his  re- 
lation, and  when  they  parted  solemnly  promis- 
ed to  follow  the  advice  Sir  Tudor  had  given  ; 
and  that  gentleman  returned  to  the  Castle,  with 
triumph  and  illiberal  prejudice  in  his  heart. 

Julia,  when  she  retired  to  her  apartment  to 
rest,  passed  a  cruel  uight ;  the  agitation  of  her 
mind  would  not  suffer  her  to  sleep  till  toward 
morning,  when  she  dozed  a  little  ;  but  her 
sle.ep,  far  from  being  refreshing,  added  to  her 
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mental  agitation.  Her  dreams  were  feverish, 
and  she  awoke  with  a  dreadful  headach  :  Ju- 
lia, however,  exerting  that  fortitude  her  admira- 
ble parents  had  instilled,  would  not  yield  either 
to  bodily  or  mental  suffering  ;  she  rose  as  usual, 
and  for  several  days,  ill  and  feverish  as  she  was, 
supported  a  conflict  of  mind  and  body  that  had 
nearly  proved  fatal. 

Sir  Owen  had  desired  that  nobody  would 
write  to  him,  till  he  wrote  from  London,  which 
he  said  would  be  as  soon  as  he  had  looked  a 
little  into  his  affairs,  which  would  engross  his 
whole  time  and  attention.  This  request, 
though  a  general  one,  was  particularly  directed 
to  his  wife,  as  she  painfully  felt  ;  and  Julia, 
though  to  have  written  would  have  given  some 
little  ease  to  her  oppressed  heart,  fearing  to 
aggravate  his  displeasure,  had  the  fortitude  and 
virtue  to  observe  her  husband's  request. 

Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister  Jessica  left  the  Cas- 
tle about  a  week  after  the  departure  of  their 
relation,  much  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  Dowa- 
ger, Lady  Fitz-Owen.  Julia,  though  suffering 
in  mind  and  body,  and  inwardly  worn  by  a 
fever,  which,  though  not  alarming  at  first,  by 
the  continued  agitation  of  her  mind,  and  for 
L  2 


114  THE  HISTORY  OF 

want  of  immediate  attendance,  gradually  in- 
creased, till  in  a  few  days  it  grew  so  violent 
as  to  throw  her  into  a  dangerous  delirium  ; 
Julia,  I  say,  generously  overlooking  the  griev- 
ous cause  she  had  of  complaint,  and  affection- 
ately desirous  to  oblige  the  husband  whose 
injustice  so  cruelly  afflicted  her,  continued  to 
treat  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister,  while  they  re- 
mained at  the  Castle,  as  persons  whom  that 
husband  esteemed,  and,  by  her  kind  attentions, 
endeavoured  to  lessen  the  mortification  to 
which  they  were  subjected,  by  the  haughty 
coldness,  and  frequently  sarcastic  speeches,  of 
the  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen. 

Jessica  thought  proper  to  keep  her  chamber 
for  two  or  three  days,  for  a  trilling  indisposi- 
tion and  think  herself  very  ill.  Julia  tried  by 
every  means  to  amuse  her,  and  paid  that  young 
lady  the  most  fatiguing  attentions  ;  nay,  she 
insisted  on  sleeping  in  the  same  chamber  ;  yet 
all  her  generous  efforts  to  oblige  were  thank- 
lessly received,  by  the  envious  and  wilfully 
prejudiced  brother  and  sister.  Sir  Tudor 
Fitz-Ellard  and  Jessica  quitted  the  amiable  Ju- 
lia with  thjcir  hearts  and  judgment  still  under 
the  influence  of  selfish  rancor.  They  could  not 


JULIA   MARCHMONT.  1  1  5 

forgive  her  for  having  married  their  cousin, 
and  for  having  innocently  destroyed  the  unwar- 
rantable hopes  they  had  conceived  :  they  be- 
held her  mental  anguish  with  unfeeling  apathy, 
and,  as  all  little-minded  persons  do,  secretly  ex- 
ulted in  the  temporary  triumph  they  had  gain- 
ed. 

After  thpjj^eparture  of  Sir  Tudor,  and  his 
sister  Jessica,  Julia  found  herself  more  and 
more  indisposed  ;  still  she  was  unwilling  to 
complain  ;  she  hoped  that  when  she  heard  from 
her  beloved  husband  whose  silence  kept  her 
mind  on  the  rack,  she  should  be  better.  She 
had  never  before  had  a  fever,  nor  was  she  ac- 
quainted with  the  nature  of  the  disease,  or 
aware  of  the  danger  of  not  immediately  stop- 
ping its  progress.  About  two  days  after  Jessica 
and  her  brother  had  quitted  the  Castle,  Julia, 
unable  longer  to  support  the  cruel  conflict, 
was  seized  in  the  night  with  an  alarming  deli- 
rium. She  raved  by  turns  of  Jessica  and  Sir 
Tudor,  beseeching  them  not  to  hate  her  ;  then 
of  the  departed  Agnes,  and  the  Dowager,  Lady 
Fitz-Ovven  :  addressing  each  in  the  most  pa- 
thetic language,  and  conjuring  them  to  prevail 
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on  Sir  Owen  to  be  reconciled,  before  she  died. 
She  sometimes  imagined  herself  accused  of 
kaving  killed  Agnes,  and  said  that  her  husband, 
instigated  by  Sir  Tudor,  was  determined  to 
bring  her  to  justice  ;  that  he  was  gone  to  Lon- 
don lor  that  purpose,  had  taken  the  tooth-pick- 
case  with  him.  which  he  had  found  in  her  pos- 
session, to  prove  her  guilt  ;  and  that,  unless 
she  died  soon  of  a  broken  heart,  he  would 
send  the  officers  of  justice  to  drag  her  to 
prison.  But  she  chietly  raved  of  her  be- 
loved husband  ;  sometimes  bitterly  weeping, 
and  saying  that  he  had  quarrelled  on  her  ac- 
count with  Sir  Tudor,  and  been  killed  in  a 
duel,  and  that  she  had  remained  with  the 
corpse  till  putrefaction  ensued,  and  he  had  in- 
fused the  poison  which  was  consuming  her  : 
sometimes  siie  addressed  the  baronet,  as  if  he 
were  present,  and  begged  of  him  not  to  grieve 
at  her  death,  for  she  was  Efoing  to  Heaven,  and 
would  take  him  with  her  ;  but  warned  him  not 
to  let  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister  go  with  them, 
or  they  would  be  separated  for  ever  ;  and  still 
oftener  conjuring  her  beloved  husband,  with 
the  most  pathetic  anguish  and  bitter  tears,  not 
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to  cast  her  from  his  heart,  and  believe  she  was 
unworthy  of  his  aifection. 

The  next  morning,  early,  when  Hannah, 
Julia's  woman,  came  to  wake  her  lady,  who 
usually  rose  a  couple  of  hours  before  the 
Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  she  found  her  in  a 
high  fevHr,  and  delirious.  The  girl,  who  was 
the  youngest  sister  of  that  Hetty  who  was  men- 
tioned in/  the  former  part  of  this  history, 
and  who,  like  every  servant  in  the  house, 
was  attached  to  the  amiable  Julia,  was  so 
shocked  to  see  the  sunken  eyes  and  burning 
cheeks  of  her  dear  lady,  and  to  hear  Julia  rave 
of  her  husband,  address  him  in  the  most  affect- 
ing language,  entreat  him  to  return  to  forgive 
her  before  she  died,  for  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister 
were  not  there  to  prevent  him,  then  rave,  of 
coffins,  undertakers,  death,  and  her  beloved 
parents,  the  kind-hearted  Hannah,  I  say,  was  so 
shocked  at  this  pitiable  sight  that  she  burst  into 
tears.  Julia  looked  at  her  with  a  vacant  stare, 
unconscious  who  she  was,  and  asked  "  if  sjie 
wept  because  the  undertaker  was  come  to  nail 
her  up  in  her  coffin  ?" 

"  My  husband,"  raved  the  poor  sufferer, 
*'  promised  that  I  should  not  be  buried  till  my 
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dear  parents  had  seen  me  ;  if  they  want  to 
bury  me  before  Sir  Owen  comes  with  the 
hearse  to  take  me  to  London,  tell  them  that  I 
died  of  grief  the  day  he  left  me  in  anger,  and 
that  Sir  Tudor  buried  me  in  the  tomb  of  Agnes. 
If  I  am  dead  when  my  dear  husband  comes 
back,  do  not  say  that  I  died  of  a  broken  heart ! 
Tell  him  that  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister  buried 
me  alive  that  I  might  not  prove  my  innocence  ! 
Agnes  died !  but  I  did  not  kill  her,  though  I  am 
accused  of  being  her  murderess  !  My  husband 
believes  me  guilty — Sir  Tudor  gave  him  the 
tooth-pick  case  to  bring  in  evidence  against 
me !  I  shall  be  dragged  to  prison,  consigned  to 
death  by  the  husband  I  adore — yet  he  is  inno- 
cent of  my  death  !  it  was  Sir  Tudor  sent  him 
to  London,  to  accuse  me  of  murder!  I  am  not 
a  murderess  !  Every  proof  is  brought  againft 
me !  Agnes  died,  and  I  must  perish,  because  I 
have  a  mortal  enemy  :  my  husband  cannot  save 
me  :  my  husband  cannot  save  me  !  Poor  Fitz- 
Owen  !  He  will  die  broken  hearted,  when  lie 
finds  his  innocent  wife  expired  the  victim  ot 
inveterate  enmity  !  He  will  challenge  Sir 
Tudor  when  he  discovers  the  truth,  and  Jessi- 
ca will  only  be  satisfied  with  his  life  and  mine  '. 
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Ha  !  they  have  fought! — Sir  Tudor  has  plunged 
his  sword  into  the  heart  of  his  too  confiding 
friend  ! — My  husband  is  slain  !  Fitz-Ovven  ! 
dear  husband  of  my  heart !  They  shall  not  tear 
us  asunder  1  I  will  not  quit  thee  while  life 
throbs  in  these  veins  !  We  will  die  together! 
No  selfish  relations  shall  part  us !" 

Julia  then,  sobbing  bitterly,  hid  her  face  in 
her  hands,  and  for  a  few  moments  was  silent : 
her  wandering  thoughts  then  fell  on  the  good 
old  dowager,  and  she  a  while  continued  to  rave 
of  that  lady  ;  till,  at  length,  quite  exhausted, 
she  sunk  into  a  heavy  and  oppressive  slumber. 
Hannah,  though  greatly  shocked,  had  suffi- 
cient presence  of  mind,  before  she  went  to 
communicate  the  alarming  intelligence  to  the 
Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  to  consult  with  the 
steward,  a  man  of  excellent  common  sense  and 
much  respected  by  all  the  family,  what  was 
best  to  be  done.  The  family  physician,  a  skil- 
ful and  worthy  man,  lived  at  a  large  market- 
town  five  miles  off,  and  good  old  Oliver,  desir- 
ing liannah  to  convey  the  intelligence  as  gent- 
ly as  she  could  to  the  old  lady,  when  she 
should  be  awake,  took  horse  immediately  to 
fetch  Doctor  Meredith,  first  commanding  hia 
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daughter,  who  waited  on  the  old  Lady  Fiiz- 
Owen,  to  let  Hannah  convey  the  melancholy 
intelligence  to  the  dowager,  as  he  knew  she 
could  do  it  with  more  precaution  and  good 
sense. 

The  news  of  Julia's  illness  soon  sproad 
among  the  domestics,  who  had  all  been  kindly 
treated  by  that  amiable  young  lady,  and  who 
where  sincerely  grieved.  Though  the  sen- 
tences which  unconsciously  escaped  the  poor 
sufferer  naturally  led  Hannah  to  fear  there  had 
been  some  uneasiness,  or  unhappy  misunder- 
standing, between  the  baronet  and  her  lady,  in 
which  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister  Jessica  were  im- 
plicated, she  was  too  prudent  and  well  aware, 
of  her  duty  to  suffer  the  mest  distant  hint  of 
what  she  conjectured,  or  of  what  she  had 
heard,  to  escnpe  her  lips.  She  resolved  to  re- 
quest the  old  Lady  Fitz-Owen  to  let  her  nurse 
her  beloved  mistress  without  assistance,  and, 
if  she  were  peremptorily  refused,  to  then,  as 
it  would  be  her  duty,  inform  the  dowager  that 
such  an  arrangement  would  be  absolutely  ne- 
cessary, while  Julia  should  continue  delirious, 
as,  in  her  delirium,  she  spoke  of  family  affairs, 
which  ought  uot  to  be  at  the  mercy  ot  persons, 


JULIA  MARCHMONTY  121 

who  might  not  only  repeat  but  distort  all  they 
heard. 

When  Hannah  informed  the  dowager,  as 
cautiously  as  she  could,  that  Julia  was  deliri- 
ous, and  that  good  old  Oliver  was  gone  to  fetch 
Doctor  Meredith,  the  old  lady,  who,  with  all 
her  peevish  humors  and  prejudices,  had  a 
kind  and  feeling  heart,  was  almost  beside  her- 
self. She  determined  to  send  an  express,  as 
soon  as  the  physician  arrived  to  recall  Sir 
Owen  from  London,  and  desired  Hannah  to  let 
a  nurse  be  immediately  procured,  to  help  her 
to  attend  on  the  suffering  invalid. 

"  Madam,  if  I  may  be  so  boldvas  to  ask  a 
humble  boon,"  said  Hannah,  while  she  wiped 
her  tear-moistened  eye,  "  I  should  wish  to 
nurse  my  dear  lady  myself.  I  am  young  and 
strong  ;  I  am  used  to  all  her  ways,  and  shall 
have  her  comfort  more  at  heart,  having,  as  I 
may  say,  known  her  from  a  child,  than  stran- 
gers can  have  ;  so  pray,  your  ladyship,  do  let 
me  attend  on  my  dear  lady." 

"  Your  attendance  will  not  be  sufficient.    If 
1  were  able  to  attend  on  her  myself,   indeed, 
there  would  be  no  occasion  for  any  other  per- 
son.    But  you  are  far  from  robust." 
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'*  Oh,  indeed,  my  lady,  I  am  very  strong, 
though  I  don't  look  so." 

*'  I  commend  ycur  zeal,  my  good  girl,  but  I 
doubt  your  strength  :  beside,  what  will  Sir 
Owen  say  ?  If  he  comes  and  finds  his  wife  neg- 
lected, he  will  never  forgive  me." 

"  Oh,  my  lady,  1  will  not  neglect  my  dear 
mistress  !  Indeed  !  indeed,  I  won't  !  Only  let 
me  nurse  her  till  the  delirium  is  passed !  I  will 
watch  night  and  day  by  my  lady  !"' 

''And  fall  ill,  perhaps,  yourself  I  No,  no! 
proper  nurses  must  be  had." 

"  I  hope  your  ladyship  will  excuse  my  bold- 
ness, but,  while  my  lady  continues  in  these 
delirious  fits,  no  strangers  ought  to  be  in  the 
room." 

"  Why  so  ?  What  do  you  mean  ?" 

"  Why,  my  lady,  folks  talk  in  their  raving  of 
things  which  would  not  be  pleasant  for  stran- 
gers to  hear,  and,  if  any  little  family  vexation 
has  happened,  they  speak  of  it  without  know- 
ing what  they  say.  I  hope  your  ladyship  will 
excuse  my  boldness." 

"  Tell  me.  plainly,  what  it  is  you  meati  i 
Does  Ladv  Fitz-Otven  talk  of  me  '?" 
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w  Oh,  my  ladj',  nothing  but  what  is  very 
kind,  as  indeed  she  does  of  every  living  soul  ; 
but  she  cries  and  talks  of  Sir  Tudor,  and  Alba 
Jessica,  and  my  master,  and  a  toothpick-case, 
and  of  a  dead  lady,  and  takes  on  so  piteously 
that  it  would  break  your  ladyship's  heart  to 
hear  her.  I  would  not  have  mentioned  thig  to 
any  living  soul,  had  not  your  ladyship  wanted 
to  send  for  strangers  ;  and  so  I  thought  I  had 
better  tell  your  ladyship  the  truth,  than  suffer 
the  concerns  of  my  dear  lady  and  Sir  Owen  to 
be  talked  of  by  every  body." 

"  You  are  a  good  girl,"  said  the  old  Larly 
Fitz-Owen,  greatly  moved  by  the  faithful  at- 
tachment of  the  kind-hearted  Hannah,  "  and 
you  shall  be  rewarded.  Your  objection  is  very 
proper,  and  prudent ;  do  you  return  to  your 
lady  ;  ,as  soon  as  I  am  dressed,  I  shall  see 
her." 

Hannah  then  returned  to  her  beloved  mis- 
tress, who  was  still  in  a  deep  but  oppressive 
slumber  ;  her  forehead  was  burning,  her  handr, 
were  hot  and  dry,  her  lips  parched,  and  her 
breathing  difficult. 

The  good  dowager,  hastily  dressing  herself 
%yhile  tears  trickled  down  her  furrowed  cheek, 
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went  to  the  apartment  of  Julia,  who  was  jirsr 
awoke,  but  who  was  still  insensible  to  every 
thing,  and  every  body.  She  did  not  however 
continue  to  rave  ;  her  strength  was  exhausted  : 
she  looked  round  with  a  vacant  stare,  but  lay 
perfectly  still.  Hannah  and  the  worthy  dow- 
ager sat  by  her  bed  side,  in  silent  grief. 

In  about  a  couple  of  hours,  honest  Oliver 
returned,  with  the  physician  ;  whom  he  had 
fortunately  found  at  home.  Doctor  Meredith 
had  only  seen  Julia,  for  half  an  hour  at  a  time, 
at  different  intervals  ;  but  that  gentleman  was 
no  stranger  to  her  amiable  qualities.  He  was 
truly  grieved  to  hear  she  was  so  ill,  and  still 
more  so  at  finding  her  worse  even  than  he  had 
expected.  He  was  indeed  seriously  alarmed, 
the:.:::!:  he  endeavoured  to  tranquillize  the  anx- 
ious tears  by  which  the  good  dowager,  and  the 
kind-hearted  Hannah,  were  almost  overpower- 
ed. -Still  Julia  had  youth  and  a  good  constitu- 
tion in  her  favour,  and  he  did  not  absolutely 
despair  of  her  recovery,  though  he  thought  it 
doubtful,  lie  prudently  advised  the  dowager 
to  wait  a  day  or  two,  before  she  wrote  to  Sir 
Owen,  that  he  might,  if  possible,  escape  the 
shock  he  would  receive  from  hearing  the  pre- 
sent alarming  state  of  his  wife. 
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For  three  days,  Julia  continued  as  it  were 
between  life  and  death  ;  the  humane  physician 
would  not  quit  the  Castle,  and  the  faithful 
Hannah  night  and  day  attended  her  beloved 
lady  ;  nay  the  dowager,  as  much  as  her  age 
and  infirmities  would  permit,  exerted  herself 
to  discharge  the  sweet  duties  of  humanity. 

On  the  third  day  of  Julia's  illness,  while  she 
continued  delirious,  a  letter  came  from  Sir 
Owen  ;  it  was  directed  to  his  wife,  but  she 
was  not  in  a  condition  to  read  it ;  it  might  re- 
late to  business,  which  ought  to  be  attended  to  : 
Julia's  recovery  was  uncertain,  and  reluctant 
as  she  felt  to  open  it,  the  dowager  thought 
that  step  necessary.  What  were  her  feeling* 
when  she  read  the  following ! 

"  Dearest  Julia, 

**  I  BLUSH  at  having  a  moment  listened  to 
the  envious  calumnies  of  persons,  who  have 
repaid  your  kindness  and  angel  forbearance 
with  black  ingratitude.  Good  God !  Could  I 
a  moment  be  unjust  to  the  most  amiable  and 
affectionate  of  wives  ?  Could  I  accuse  her 
wrongfully,  leave  her  in  anger,  forbear  to 
write  when  I  knew  that  my  silence  would 
M2 
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wound  her  to  the  soul  ?  Could  I  suffer  myself 
to  be  influenced  by  the  mischievous  insinua- 
tions 01  irnlignant  envy  ?  Could  I,  for  three 
xveeks,  treat  the  wife  of  my  heart  with  injus- 
tice it  tortures  me  to  recollect !  Could  1  see 
her  bear  my  unkindness  with  the  sweetness  of 
;ui  angel,  and  be  led  to  distort  that  exemplary 
forbearance  into  a  crime  ?  Oh,  Julia,  I  can 
scarcely  forgive  myself !  Yet  the  snare  was  so 
artfully  spread,  their  concealed  malice  so  var- 
ni-hed  over  with  pretended  good  will  and  admi- 
ration of  your  amiable  qualities,  that,  uncon- 
scious as  I  was  of  the  secret  rancor  they  bore 
you,  I  was  too  easily  deceived.  When  we 
meet,  which  shall  be  as  soon  as  possible,  I  will 
explain  how  I  came  to  discover  the  odious  self- 
ishness, and  illiberal  envy,  of  Sir  Tudor  and 
his  sister,  as  well  a-  the  exemplary  forbearance 
with  which  you  suffered  their  malignant  and 
impertinent  attacks.  My  grandmother  >\as 
but  too  just,  in  her  censure  :  Oh,  that  I  had 
•.!  to  her  advice  !  But  1  will  renounce 
,  ,ni  with  these  selfish  arid  mischief- 
making  sycophants!  Had  ihtir  moiieo  b.c:en  di- 
i;ist  myself,  I  could  have  forgiven 
them  but  to  persecute  and  calumniate  an 
BDgel — !  ! 
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*•  Your  excellent  parents  are  on  a  visit,  in 
Hampshire,  and  are  not  yet  expected  home.  I 
have  not  seen  them,  but,  when  I  do,  they 
shall  be  told  of  their  daughter's  exemplary 
conduct. 

"  I  have  every  reason  to  hope  that  the  bu- 
siness, which  brought  me  to  London,  will  be 
amicably  settled  in  a  few  weeks,  which  to  me 
will  appear  as  many  months  ;  then,  dearest, 
best  of  women,  you  will  see  a  penitent  crimi- 
nal, who,  confessing  his  guilt,  throws  himself 
not  on  your  justice  but  your  mercy,  and  feels 
assured  that  he  shall  find  a  lenient  judge  in  his 
affectionate  Julia. 

"  Present  my  most  affectionate  and  filial  re- 
spects to  my  honored  grandmother :  she  now 
too  knows  my  Julia,  her  prejudices  are  van- 
quished, and  her  heart  will  be  divided  between 
her  children.  Oh,  Julia,  what  does  not  your 
idolizing  husband  owe  you  ! 

"  I  know  you  are  too  generous  to  retaliate, 
and  shall  eagerly  expect  a  line  by  the  next 
post,  to  assure  me  you  forgive 

"  Your  more  than  ever  devoted, 

"  F'lTZ-OvVE'S." 
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The  good  old  lady  shed  bitter  tears  over 
this  letter  :  it  had  indeed  arrived  at  a  dreadful 
moment :  the  crisis  of  Julia's  fever  approached  : 
that  day  was  to  decide  on  the  probability,  whe- 
ther she  would  live  or  die.  To  think  that  a 
young  creature,  so  admirable,  should  expire 
the  victim  of  illiberal  enmity,  was  heart-rend- 
ing ;  but  to  imagine  the  horror  and  despair  her 
idolizing  and  self-condemned  husband  would 
feel,  should  his  Julia  die,  was  agony  to  the 
grandmother,  who,  from  a  child,  had  cherished 
him  with  a  fond  parent's  affection. 

The  poor  dowager  was  distracted  with  grief 
and  apprehension  :  she  did  not  know  whether 
it  would  be  adviseable,  or  not,  to  write  imme- 
diately to  prepare  Sir  Owen  for  the  dangerous 
illness  of  his  beloved  wife.  To  smooth  her 
difficulties,  she  consulted  the  worthy  and  hu- 
mane physician,  who  for  many  years  had 
known  the  famity,  and  was  justly  esteemed  for 
his  superior  talents,  and  the  excellence  of  his 
heart. 

Doctor  Meredith,  who  began  to  indulge  a 
i  int  hope  that  the  crisis  might  be  favourable, 
advi*ed  the  old  Lady  Fitz-Owen  to  defer  writ- 
ing for  a  day  or  two,  when  he  hoped  hi;;  patient 
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would  be  out  of  danger.  The  worthy  dowager, 
a  little  tranquillized  by  the  friendly  physician, 
and  having  implicit  confidence  in  his  judgment, 
consented  to  be  guided  by  his  advice.  The 
faithful  and  affectionate  Hannah,  who  night  and 
day  watched  her  beloved  lady,  carefully  ob- 
served the  minutest  directions  of  the  physician, 
to  whom  she  looked  up  as  a  sort  of  superior 
being  ;  and,  when  he  pronounced  the  suffering 
Julia  to  be  out  of  danger,  the  honest  creature, 
wild  with  joy,  invoked  blessings  on  his  head ! 
called  him  her  lady's  saviour!  an  angel  1  arid 
by  all  the  epithets  her  grateful  heart  could  sug- 
gest. When  that  gentleman  communicated 
the  happy  tidings  to  the  worthy  dowager, 
she  could  only  say — "  God  bless  you  !"  and 
rushed  out  of  the  room,  to  weep  without  re- 
straint. 

As  soon  as  Julia  could  bear  so  much  emotion, 
she  was  made  acquainted  with  the  manly  return 
of  her  beloved  husband  to  justice,  his  sincere 
contrition,  and  his  ardent  admiration  of  her  ex- 
emplary conduct.  This  joyful  intelligence  did 
not  a  little  contribute  to  forward  her  recovery, 
which,  however,  was  slow. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

WHILE  the  amiable  Julia  is  gradually  recover- 
ing, let  us  leave  her  a  while  to  the  judicious 
care  of  the  humane  physician,  and  follow  her 
husband  to  London,  to  inquire  by  what  accident 
the  baronet  discovered  that  he  had  been  led  to 
wrong  his  wife  by  the  envious  calumnies  and 
insinuations  of  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister.  Sir 
Owen,  though  as  I  before  informed  the  reader, 
his  first  impulse  was  to  write  and  be  reconciled 
to  Julia,  biassed  by  the  insidious  arguments  of 
his  ungenerous  cousin,  and  having  previously 
been  persuaded  that  his  wife  had  given  both 
his  relations  and  himself  just  cause  of  com- 
plaint, was  determined  to  follow  Sir  Tudors 
advice.  Sir  Owen  had  been  indirectly  accus- 
ed of  weakness,  by  a  man  who  was  by  some 
years  his 'senior,  and  of  whose  understanding 
lie  thought  highly.  Sir  Tudor,  it  must  be  al- 
lowed, had  a  strong  understanding,  though  his 
mind  was  narrowed  by  selfishness.  It  had 
been  hinted,  to  the  baronet,  that  he  was  in 
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danger  of  being  made  ridiculous  in  the  eyes  of 
the  world. 

To  a  man  accustomed  to  meet  general  ap» 
probation  and  esteem,  such  a  menace  was 
alarming  :  his  pride  rose  in  arms,  and  though 
his  heart,  notwithstanding  the  temporary  injus- 
tice he  did  his  wife,  pleaded  strongly  for  the 
amiable  Julia,  he  suffered  pride  to  gain  the 
victory.  Beside,  when  Sir  Owen  arrived  in 
London,  the  hurry  of  business  for  some  days 
entirely  occupied  his  time  and  attention. 

One  morning,  as  Sir  Owen  was  at  breakfast, 
old  Gregory  his  confidential  servant,  who  had 
lived  twenty  years  in  the  baronet's  family,  had 
attended  his  master  when  a  boy,  and  had  al- 
ways been  esteemed  for  his  integrity,  zeal  and 
active  intelligence,  came  into  the  room  with  a 
joyful  countenance. 

"Well,  Gregory,"  said  the  baronet,  who, 
without  being  too  familiar,  was  kind  and  affable 
to  his  domestics,  particularly  to  those  who  had 
grown  grey  in  his  service,  "  what  is  the  news  ? 
You  look  as  if  you  were  the  messenger  of 
good." 

"  Yes,  an't  please  your  honour,  I  hope  I 
am." 
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';  Well,  let  me  hear,  my  good  Gregory.  What 
i?  it  T' 

"  Wh}',  Sir,  as  I  was  cleaning  out  the  private 
drawer  of  your  writing  desk,  as  you  desired  me, 
I  found  a  toothpick-case." 

"  A  toothpick-case  ?" 

"  Yes,  anrt  please  you,  Sir  ;  and,  by  the  de- 
scription, the  same  your  honor  was  so  vexed 
at  losing,  some  days  before  your  worship  left 
Levvellen  Castle  ;  it  was  under  a  whole  heap 
of  papers  and  letters,  and  so  I  thought  your  ho- 
nor would  be  glad  it  was  found." 

"  Good  God  !"  exclaimed  the  baronet, 
thrown  off  his  guard  by  this  unexpected  proof 
of  Julia's  innocence,  "  I  now  remember  taking 
it  out,  while  I  was  writing,  and  no  doubt,  in 
my  hurry  or  in  a  fit  of  absence,  I  threw  it 
among  the  papers.  Rash  fool  that  I  was  !" 
continued  Sir  Owen,  striking  his  forehead 
with  self-indignation  ;  "  why  -did  Sir  Tudor 
;md  his  sister  make  me  believe  that  my  wife 
must  have  it,  when  they  saw  how  angry  it 
made  me  1  Why  did  they  interfere  to  do  mis- 
chief r 

'•  Why,  if  1  might  be  so  bold  as  to  speak 
without  giving  offence,  1  could  tell  your  honor 
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something  that  would  surprise  3^011,   Sir,  as  it 
did  me,  and  every  soul  among  us." 

"  Speak,  honest  Gregory  j  I  do  not  under- 
stand what  it  is  you  mean." 

"  Why  then,  Sir,  I  hope  your  honor  won't 
be  offended,  but  Sir  Tudor  and  Miss  Jessica 
did  not  like  my  lady." 

"  Not  like  my  wife  !" 

"  No,  Sir  ;  so  Martha,  Miss  Jessica's  woman 
and  prime  confidant,  told  us  servants,  over  and 
over ;  and  she  said  too  that  it  was  all  out  of  spite, 
because  your  honor  had  married  my  lady  in- 
stead of  Miss  Jessica,  and  that  she  and  Sir  Tu- 
dor would  not  have  come  to  the  Castle  at  all, 
only  Miss  Jessica  wanted  to  make  you  see  how 
much  handsomer  and  more  agreeable  she  was 
than  my  lady  ;  and  Sir  Tudor  thought  it  would 
not  be  to  his  interest  to  openly  show  discontent 
at  yocr  honor's  marriage.  Martha,  though 
<he  was  a  babbling  bad  girl  to  betray  the  conn* 
(lence  of  her  mistress,  owned  herself  that  my 
lady  was  by  far  the  most  agreeable  ;  and,  as  for 
temper,  there  was  no  comparison." 

"  Gregory,   I  know  you  are  a  faithful  ser- 
vant and  an  honest  man  ;  but  honesty  may  oc- 
N 
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casionally  be  mistaken  :  are  you  sure  that  Mar- 
tha said  so  ?:' 

"  Oh  yes,  Sir,  I  could  lake  my  bible  oath 
she  did  ;  beside,  I  have  heard  her  say  that 
when  your  honor  has  been  out  of  the  way,  her 
mistress  and  master  were  always  taunting  at 
my  lady,  who  took  it  all  with  the  patience  of  a 
saint.  I  long  wished  to  have  spoken  to  your 
honor,  but  I  was  afraid  of  doing  harm,  and  I 
hate  making  mischief  in  families  ;  but  since  I 
am  allowed  to  speak,  I  must  say  my  lady  is  the 
sweetest  tempered  and  best  lady  in  the  world. 
I  hope  your  honor  will  not  be  offended  at 
my  boldness,  in  speaking  what  I  know  to  be 
true." 

Sir  Owen,  who  well  knew  the  rectitude, 
good  disposition,  and  faithful  attachment  of  his 
old  domestic,  could  not  a  moment  suspect  him 
of  saying  what  was  not  true.  The  baronet 
beside,  recollected  a  thousand  trivial  circum- 
stances, which  corroborated  the  story  Gregory 
told.  The  truth  rushed  with  irresistible  force 
to  his  mind  ;  he  now  perceived  the  extent  of 
his  error,  the  admirable  conduct  of  his  wife 
appeared  in  the  mo*t  lovely  colours,  he  felt, 
if  possible,  increased  affection  for  his  beloved 
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Julia,  and  hated  himself  for  having  a  moment 
listened  to  the  calumnies  and  pernicious  coun- 
sel of  interested  detractors. 

Such  were  the  feelings  of  Sir  Owen,  when 
he  wrote  to  his  amiable  wife  :  he  waited  im- 
patiently for  an  answer  to  his  letter,  but,  though 
it  was  three  days  in  coming,  he  did  not  again 
wrongly  accuse  Julia.  The  letter,  by  some 
accident,  might  have  been  delayed  on  the  road  ; 
nay,  it  might  have  miscarried  ;  or  Julia,  and 
the  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  might  be  on  a 
visit,  and  not  yet  have  received  it.  The  fear 
that  his  beloved  Julia  might  be  indisposed  oc- 
casionally darted  across  his  mind,  but  it  was 
too  painful  to  dwell  on,  nor  had  Sir  Owen  the 
most  distant  idea  that  she  could  be  seriously 
ill,  or  he  would  have  quitted  London,  at  any 
risk,  immediately  to  return  to  Lewellen  Castle. 
On  the  fourth  day,  as  the  baronet,  who  grew 
uneasy  at  Julia's  silence,  was  sitting  down  again 
to  write,  he  received  a  letter  not  from  his  wife, 
but  the  Dowager,  Lady  Fitz-Owen.  Seriously 
alarmed,  he  hastily  broke  the  seal.  The  rea- 
der will  imagine  what  were  his  feelings,  when 
he  read  as  follows  : 
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(i  Dear  Fitz-Orven, 

"  AT  once  to  free  you  from  the  alarm  you 
will  doubtless  feel  at  receiving  a  letter  from  me, 
instead  of  your  wife,  I  must  inform  you  that 
Lady  Fitz-Owen  has  been  on  the  verge  of  the 
grave,  but  that  she  is  now  entirely  out  of  dan- 
ger, and  in  a  fair  way  of  recovery.  Nothing, 
however,  but  her  youth,  and  the  indefatigable 
zeal  of  the  friendly  Doctor  Meredith,  who  for 
three  days  never  quitted  the  Castle,  could  have 
saved  your  Julia.  For  three  days,  the  poor 
suffering  saint  was  struggling  between  life  and 
death  !  It  would  have  pierced  you  to  the  heart 
could  you  have  heard  her  call  upon  you,  in 
the  most  affecting  language,  while  she  was  de- 
lirious !  Had  you  seen  her  sufferings,  you 
would  have  wept  like  a  child !  Oh,  these  mis- 
chief-making sycophants  !  I  could  not  easily 
forrive  you,  for  having  been  the  dupe  of  their 
artful  flattery  and  pretended  friendship,  were 
I  not  well  assured  you  can  scarcely  forgive 
yourself. 

"  Never  did  a  word  of  complaint  escape 
Lady  Fitz-Owen,  either  before  or  after  your 
departure,  though  she  was  sinking  under  the 
freight  of  mental  agitation  and  anxiety !  She 
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even  redoubled  her  attention  to  the  envious 
disturbers  of  her  peace,  when  you  were  no 
longer  here  to  shield  them  against  my  just  con- 
tempt. She  generously  defended  them,  though 
she  knew  them  to  be  worthy  only  of  scorn, 
and  though  by  so  doing  she  exposed  herself  to 
uiy  censure,  and  irony  ;  and  you  know,  my 
dear  Fitz-Owen,  though  my  heart  is  good,  my 
temper  is  not  of  the  mildest. 

"  When  Miss  Jessica  who  is  as  affected  as 
she  is  envious,  kept  her  chamber  two  or  three 
rfays,  for  a  slight  cold,  Lady  Fitz-Owen,  ill  and 
unhappy  as  she  was,  devoted  every  moment 
she  could  spare,  from  me,  to  nurse  and  amuse 
her  ;  nay,  she  insisted  on  sleeping  in  the  same 
room.  No  wonder,  dear  suffering  saint,  she 
fell  dangerously  ill,  almost  immediately  after 
the  departure  of  these  friendly  and  sincere  cou- 
sins '.  I  cannot  think  or  speak  of  them  with 
common  patience  ;  and  I  feel  almost  as  indig- 
nant at  your  folly,  as  I  do  at  their  malice  !  I 
did  not,  it  is  true,  at  first,  do  justice  to  the 
amiable  qualities  of  Lady  Fitz-Owen  ;  I  view- 
ed her  with  prejudiced  eyos,  and.  I  am  sorry 
to  recollect,  treated  her  unkindly,  till  her  un 
examnleil  sweetness  and  the  evcellence  of  her, 
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disposition  forced  me,  in  despite  of  strong  pre- 
judices, to  love  her  :  but,  though  I  was  vexed 
at  your  marriage,  which  destroyed  the  high 
hopes  and  advantageous  plans  I  had  formed, 
and  consequently  was  unjust  to  your  amiable 
Julia,  I  would  sooner  have  died  than  have  said 
a  word  that  could  injure  her  in  your  esteem. 

"  When  }rour  letter  arrived,  the  recovery 
of  Lady  Fitz-Owen  was  doubtful :  she,  poor 
soul,  was  delirious,  and  unable  to  read  it  her- 
self; I  was  therefore  obliged  to  open  it.  It 
cost  me  many  bitter  tears  !  I  was  distracted 
how  to  act  :  the  worthy  Doctor  Meredith,  for 
whose  judgment  I  have  the  greatest  deference, 
had  before  prevented  me  from  writing,  to  in- 
form you  of  your  wife's  illness  ;  and  he  now 
advised  me  to  wait  a  day  or  two,  when  he 
hoped  his  patient  would  be  out  of  danger, 
though  he  could  not  promise  that  she  would ! 
Indeed,  he  afterward  told  me  that,  at  first,  he 
thought  her  recovery  almost  impossible. 

"  Oh,  my  dear  Fitz-Owen,  conceive  what  I 
s  iffered  in  this  interval  of  dreadful  suspense  ! 
I  thought  of  yon,  my  son  !  Of  the  agonizing 
grief  the  loss  of  such  a  wife,  at  such  a  mo- 
ment, must  inflict!  Never  were  vows  more 
fervently  addressed  to  the  Almighty,  for  the 
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recovery  of  the  sick !  Never  was  gratitude 
more  devout,  than  that  which  glowed  toward 
my  Creator,  when  Julia  was  pronounced  to  be 
out  of  danger.  Oh,  Fitz-Owen,  son  of  my  af- 
fection, your  heart,  like  mine  must  glow  with 
fervent  gratitude  !  You,  like  me,  will  bless  the 
Almighty  providence  that  has  spared  you  afflic- 
tion and  remorse  so  bitter.  Had  Julia  died, 
the  victim  of  false  accusation  and  her  husband's 
unkindness,  your  peace  of  mind  would  have 
been  destroyed,  your  happiness  lost  for 
ever ! 

"  Shudder,  my  son,  to  look  back  on  the 
precipice  on  which  you  stood,  and  let  this  aw- 
ful lesson  never  be  erased  from  your  memory! 
In  future,  distrust  interested  flatterers,  who 
would  encourage  you  to  indulge  in  ill-humor 
and  resentment !  Shun  those  insidious  disturb- 
ers of  domestic  concord,  who  seek  to  inter- 
fere in  family  affairs,  or  disputes,  and  whose 
interference  is  equally  unwarrantable  and  mis- 
chievous. ,  Above  all  things,  my  son,  particu- 
larly beware  of  making  any  man  your  confi- 
dant, in  the  little  disagreements  which  will 
occasionally  arise  between  the  happiest  couple. 
Such  a  confidence  is  more  dangerous  than  y  'i 
perhaps  are  aware. 
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"  Your  amiable  Julia,  who  is  slowly  reco- 
vering, is  now  informed  of  your  lively  re- 
pentance, and  Return  to  justice  ;  her  mind  is 
now  perfectly  tranquil,  and  she  begged  me  to 
assure  you  that  she  has  not  a  moment  ceased 
to  love  and  esteem  the  husband  of  her  heart ; 
that  she  knew  you  were  deceived  by  appear- 
ances, and  were  not  wilfully  unjust  ;  and  that 
the  only  request  she  has  to  make  is,  that  all 
past  troubles  may  be  buried  in  oblivion,  and 
every  body  forgiven.  There,  I  must  own,  I 
dissent  from  her.  She  entreats  you  not  to 
think  of  quitting  London,  till  your  business  is 
entirely  finished.  As  soon  as  her  strength 
will  permit  she  will  write  herself,  to  con- 
firm the  assurance  of  her  unabatiwg,  nay,  to 
use  her  own  expression,  her  increased  affec- 
tion. 

"  Julia  wishes  that  her  parents  may  be  in- 
formed that  she  has  been  ill,  but  is  now  re- 
covering, and  requires  you  will  oblige  her  by 
not  hinting  the  cause  of  her  illness.  I  cannot 
help  repeating  it,  but  she  is  an  angel !  Let  me 
request  you  to  prevail  on  the  excellent  parents 
of  Lady  Fitz-Owen  to  accompany  you,  when 
you  return  to  the  Castle.  Tell  them,  I  honor 
them,  for  having  given  their  daughter  such  ex- 
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emplary  principles,  united  to  the  most  agreea- 
ble talents  and  obliging  disposition,  and  ihat  I 
look  on  Julia  as  my  own  child. 

"  This  letter  is  very  long,  but  my  heart  was 
full,  and  old  age  is  garrulous. 

"  Adieu,  dear  son  of  my  affection  !  I  need 
not  tell  you -how  happy  we  shall  be  to  see  you  ! 
Expect  a  severe  reprimand  from  your  affec- 
tionate but  angry  grandmother,  if  you  do  not 
make  ample  atonement  for  past  offences.  Ju- 
lia will  have  it  that  you  have  none  to  atone  for, 
and  the  little  sorceress  has  such  power  over 
my  mind,  that  I  am  half  persuaded  to  be  of  her 
opinion.  Her  faithful  Hannah  deserves  every 
encouragement,  and  reward  :  her  prudence, 
and  zealous  attachment  to  her  lady,  have  just 
claims  on  your  esteem.  But  such  a  mistress 
could  not  but  inspire  affection,  and  fidelity,  in 
an  upright  heart.  Again  I  am  growing  tedious  : 
once  more,  adieu  !" 

"  Your  affectionate  Grandmother, 

"  CORDELIA  FiTZ-OwEN." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

IN  a  few  weeks,  the  young  Lady  Fitz-Owen 
was  perfectly  restored  to  health,  and  had  the 
happiness  again  to  sea  her  beloved  husband, 
and  enjoy  the  society  of  her  excellent  parents, 
whom  Sir  Owen,  according  to  the  dowager's 
request  invited  to  accompany  him  to  Lewellen 
Castle.  Sir  Owen,  too  noble-minded  not  to 
make  ample  atonement  for  his  former  injustice, 
notwithstanding  the  oblivion  his  wife  had  gen- 
erously solicited,  informed  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Marchmont  of  the  sufferings  and  exemplary 
conduct  of  their  amiable  daughter,  taking  just 
blame  on  himself.  The  tender  parents,  while 
their  hearts  bled  for  Julia's  past  sufferings, 
were  proud  of  and  delighted  at  her  virtuous 
forbearance  :  they  no  less  admired  the  noble 
sincerity  and  mental  rectitude  of  her  worthy 
husband,  and  freely  excused  his  temporary  in- 
justice. They  were  received  with  hospitable 
Cordiality,  bv  the  old  Lady  Fitz-Owen  ;  and 
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bad  the  heart-felt  pleasure  of  seeing  her  treat 
their  daughter  with  maternal  affection. 

Julia's  permanent  happiness  was  now  secur- 
ed through  life  :  she  enjoyed  the  confidence 
and  esteem  of  her  idolizing  husband,  and  was 
respected  by  his  relations.  She  prevailed  on 
Sir  Owen  and  his  grandmother,  to  forbear  show- 
ing any  personal  resentment  at  the  selfish  and 
culpable  conduct  of  Sir  Tudor  and  his  sister 
Jessica,  well  assured  that  her  domestic  peace 
could  never  again  be  interrupted  by  any  mali- 
cious calumniator.  Sir  Owen,  by  his  interest, 
procured  a  lucrative  and  honourable  post  for 
his  cousin  abroad,  where  that  gentleman  took 
his  beautiful  sister.  Jessica's  ambition  and 
that  of  Sir  Tudor  was  satisfied  :  she  married  a 
foreign  nobleman,  high  in  office,  and  rich  ;  and 
Sir  Tudor  was  united  to  a  lady  equally  noble, 
and  wealthy,  but  selfish  of  heart,  and  incapable 
of  true  affection  :  though  enjoying  the  splen- 
dor of  rank  and  affluence,  they  were  not  truly 
happj. 

The  faithful  Hannah  was  rewarded  for  her 
zealous  attachment,  and  spent  her  days  in  the 
service  of  her  dear  lady. 

The  \vorthy  Doctor  Meredith,  whose  abili- 
ties had  too  Ions;  been  burird  in  the  countrv. 
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in  a  few  years  became  one  of  the  most  eminent 
physicians  in  the  metropolis  ;  and  a  sincere 
friendship  was  formed  between  himself  and  the 
no  less  celebrated  and  humane  Mr.  Rainston. 

Sir  Owen,  happy  in  having  the  best  of  wives 
and  a  lovely  offspring,  who  were  brought  up 
with  no  less  tenderness  than  good  sense, 
and  became  the  delight  of  the  excellent  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  Marchmont,  who  lived  many  years 
to  witness  the  deserved  happiness  of  their 
amiable  daughter — Sir  Owen,  I  say,  continued 
1  to  be  the  friend  of  merit,  the  promoter  of 
science,  and  the  benefactor  of  the  industrious 
poor.  He  spent  a  long  life  in  useful  and  vir- 
tuous exertion  ;  he  was  a  tender  husband,  a 
good  father,  and  an  honour  to  the  high  station 
in  which  he  was  born.  He  checked  the  im- 
petuosity of  his  temper,  and  from  the  example 
of  his  amiable  wife,  learned  to  BEAR  AND  FOR- 


